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SUNG    BY  THE   WAY, 


BY  S,  GERTRUDE  FORD. 


PRELUDE. 

When  by  the  highway  of  Life  we  sit, 

Asking  alms  of  its  joys  in  vain, 
Dreams  of  fugitive  brightness  flit, 

Errant  birds,  o'er  the  vagrant  brain — 
Birds  that  never  have  lingered  long, 

Wandering  minstrels  that  will  not  stay. 
Yet  they  pass  with  a  sound  of  song 

Over  the  weary  ones  by  the  way. 

Thus  the  lays  of  my  life  were  born, 

Thus  they  came  to  me,  one  by  one, — 
These  from  realms  of  the  rising  morn, 

Those  from  lands  of  the  setting  sun ; 
These  from  pleasure  and  those  from  pain. 

(Who  will  hear  them  and  bid  them  stay  ?) 
Errant  thoughts  of  a  vagrant  brain, 

Sung  to  the  weary  ones  by  the  way. 
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SUNG    BY    THE    WAY. 


TO   MY   SISTER— A    DEDICATION. 

I  can  but  think  her  what  the  angels  are, 

Since  her  soul  moves  to  music,  even  as  theirs, 

In  robes  too  White  for  aught  of  earth  to  mar 
Treading  the  earthly  dust  of  daily  cares. 

Native  like  them  to  some  serener  star 

She  seems,  and  still  intent  on  heaven's  affairs  ; 

And  love  discerns  a  crown  upon  her  brow, 

And  in  her  hand  a  palm-branch,  even  now. 


Dear  to  me  as  the  sun's  familiar  face, 

Yet  shining  on  when  sunbeams  fade  away, 

A  fixed  star  found  for  ever  in  its  place, 

A  lamp  that  burns  alike  by  night  and  day, 

One  light  she  wears,  and  shines  with  one  clear  grace, 
In  calm  or  blast,  through  golden  hours  or  grey, 

Till  oft  we  doubt  if  any  world  of  bliss 

Can  maJce  her  lovelier  than  she  seems  in  this. 


Like  birds  which  on  the  darkest  day  can  sing, 
Knowing  theiir  nest  too  safe  for  storms  to  move, 

Her  true  heart  sings  in  her,  interpreting 
To  ears  below  the  song  that  swells  above. 

Bound  always  on  the  errands  of  a  King, 

And  lightening  all  her  labour  with  her  love, 

Full  well  she  understands  the  better  part — 

She,  who  with  Martha's  hand  has  Mary's  heart. 


TO    MY    SISTER — A    DEDICATION. 


Sorrow  and  sickness  know  her — she  has  stood 
With  each  in  turn,  and  heard  what  each  can  tell, 

Has  torn  from  ill  its  hidden  core  of  good, 
And  seen  what  inner  beams  in  darkness  dwell. 

Now,  passing  through  the  fire,  or  through  the  flood, 
She  fears  no  evil ;  still  with  her  'tis  well : 

High  is  her  place,  and  safe  from  all  alarms, 

Encompassed  by  the  Everlasting  Arms. 

So  through  the  storm  at  last  she  wins  the  calm, 
And  trophies  torn  from  many  a  hard-fought  field 

Tell  of  the  mighty  strife  that  earned  the  palm, 
When,  placed  where  powers  of  darkness  lay  concealed, 

She  beat  them  back  with  conquering  prayer  and  psalm, 
And  fought  unto  the  death,  and  would  not  yield, 

Till  ranked  with  those  whom  heavenly  hosts  attend, 

To  make  them  more  than  conquerors  in  the  end. 

Such  is  my  sister— such  that  soul  of  light 

Which  on  my  path  has  never  ceased  to  shine, 

A  sunbeam  from  a  Sun  for  ever  bright, 
A  human  type  of  all  we  deem  divine. 

To  her,  unlike  to  me  as  day  to  night, 
I  render  here  whate'er  of  song  is  mine, 

And,  with  a  sigh  to  find  it  so  unmeet, 

Lay  all  my  heart  within  it  at  her  feet. 


I. -SONNETS. 

'A  sonnet  is  a  moment's  monument, 
Memorial  from  the  soul's  eternity 
To  one  dead  deathless  hour." 

— D.  G.  ROSETTI. 


Sonnets. 


THE    BATTLE    OF    LIFE. 

To  fight  the  battle  to  the  end ;  to  strive, 

Untired,  undaunted,  though  the  strife  be  vain ; 
To  conquer  fear,  to  bid  faint  hope  revive, 

To  live,  when  life  is  one  perpetual  pain, 
And  in  defeat  to  nurse  the  victor's  dream, 

And  evtir  seek  what  yet  we  ever  miss, 
Fronting  the  gale,   rowing  against  the  stream — 

Ah,  who  hath  strength  that  may  suffice  for  this  ? 
Yet  must  that  strength  be  thine,  young  warrior  soul ! 

Fail  not,  though  faint ;  fight  on,  though  sorely  pressed, 
Light  the  long  race  with  visions  of  the  goal ; 

Keep  to  the  weary  way  whose  end  is  rest. 
Who  still  contests  may  know  the  prize  still  sure. 
Behold,  we  count  them  happy  which  endure. 


"FOUND    DROWNED." 

Drowned  !  And  I  looked  upon  her  where  she  lay, 
The  early  fallen,  the  untimely  dead, 
Defiled,    despoiled   and    disinherited — 

A  lily  flung  upon  a  miry  way, 


TO    A    CAGED    SKYLARK. 


And  crushed,  and  left  alone  in  its  decay  ; 

Yet  one  that  might  have  bloomed  in  heaven  instead, 

And  made  a  garland  for  an  angel's  head, 
And  shared  the  cloudless  calm  of  endless  May ! 
Lost  by  a  single  sin !     Yet  Hope  drew  nigh, 

And  smiled  through  tears,  and  pointed  to  the  Cross, 
And  whispered,  ''  Not  for  this  poor  victim  sigh  ! 

Let  him  who  spoiled  the  flower  sustain  the  loss. 
Justice  must  dwell  with  heaven,  as  day  with  light, 
Shall  not  the  Judge  of  all  the  earth  do  right  ?" 


TO    A    CAGED    SKYLARK. 

O  soul  for  ever  struggling  into  song, 

Rest  thee  a  little  !  beat  thy  wings  no  more 
Against  these  close-barred  walls,  this  fast-shut  door, 

Which  hold  thee  from  the  world  desired  so  long. 

Bear  to  behold  thy  mates,  the  soaring  throng 
Free  of  the  whole  wide  heaven — free  to  explore 
At  will  the  starry  ways  beloved  of  yore. 

Suffer  the  anguish  yet,  O  yet  be  strong  ! 

Look  to  the  sky  that  shows  beyond  the  bars ; 
Dream  of  the  chance  that  may  emancipate; 
Watch  with  all  calm,  and  in  all  patience  wait, 

And  in  the  shadows  still  discern  the  stars, 

Lest  thy  heart  break  in  bonds,  nor  live  to  see 

The  long-awaited  light  of  liberty. 
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A  CHARM  FOR  THE  TROUBLED. 

Speak  but  the  name  of  Jesus — speak  it  low, 

Through  tears, — His  worthiest,  tenderest  name  of  Love ! 

None  ever  found  His  pity  hard  to  move. 
Be  sure  thou  needest  but  thy  need  to  show. 
Plead  that  thou  cravest  help,  and  sufferest  woe — 

It  is  enough!  no  more  He  bids  thee  prove, 

But  straightway  comes  to  thee,  and  bears  above 
Thy  hope  which  else  had  sunk,  and  saves  it  so'. 
Ah,  Christ !  ah,  Comforter !  it  is  well  worth 

E'en  pain  like  ours  to  find  a  balm  like  thine  ! 
The  feast  is  sweeter  for  the  famine's  dearth. 

Who  would  not  feel  such  thirst,  to  drink  such  wine? 
They  best  know  heaven  who  first  have  lived  on  earth, 

Looking  through  human  tears  on  things  divine. 


THE  LILY  OF  PARNASSUS. 

Not  in  the  light  of  every  land  it  basks ; 

It  grows  not,  like  a  weed,  in  any  soil. 
Full  hardly  is  it  reared,  a  plant  that  asks 

Laborious  cultivation,  anxious  toil. 
Into  deep  hearts  alone  its  roots  can  strike, 

Hearts  trodden  smooth  by  many  trampling  woes ; 
Hearts  that  have  met  the  calm  and  storm  alike, 

Have  felt  the  lightning's  breath,  nor  feared  the  snow's. 
There,  watered  by  a  steadfast  rain  of  tears, 

And  groping  sunward  from  a  place  of  tombs, 
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The  tender  plant  at  length  its  head  uprears  : 

At  length  the  Lily  of  Parnassus  blooms, 
Perfect  in  whiteness  found,  and  fitly  fair, 
When  the  Muse  comes  to  pluck  it  and  to  wear. 


THE  PATRIOT'S  DREAM. 

Not  wholly,  not  for  ever  can  it  die, 

The  golden  dream  born  in  the  patriot  breast, 
Though  long  opposed  it  be  and  sore  oppressed — 

Yea,  though  all  men  deride  it  and  deny. 

Truth's  lightest  word,  breathed  in  her  softest  sigh, 
Rings  through  all  years,  from  age  to  age  confessed, 
Throned  above  time  her  steadfast  work  may  rest, 

Immutable  in  its  eternity. 

Thrice  welcome,  then,  the  signs  rebuking  fear, 
Telling  that  England  yet  to  Truth  is  dear, 

Dear  to  all  powers  that  lift  the  land  they  leaven. 
Hope  sees  her  robed  in  love  and  crowned  with  light, 
Once  more,  as  when  she  made  the  whole  world  bright, 

At  peace  with  earth  because  in  league  with  heaven. 


VICTORY. 

Ah,  when  the  clouds  return  after  the  rain, 

When  the  spent  winds  renew  themselves  from  rest, 

When  through  the  thunder  raves  the  hurricane, 
Hard  to  press  onward  at  the  King's  behest ! 
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Hard,  hard  to  lengthen  still  the  unequal  strife, 

While1  in  the  gloom  the  ambushed  lightnings  wake, 
Nor  turn  aside  from  this  rough  road  of  Life 

To  Death's  kind  inn,  ere  yet  the  storm  can  break ! 
Yet  till  the  foe  be  fought,  the  battle  won, 

His  rest  how  shall  the  faithful  warrior  seize  ? 
To  bear  the  uttermost,  and  yet  bear  on, 

Choosing  high  toil  for  unillustrious  ease, 
Fighting  as  they  who  fall  but  will  not  flee — 
This  is  to  conquer  :  thus  comes  victory  ! 


THE  LOVE  OF  L!FE. 

Right  well  we  love  this  realm  of  storms  and  showers, 
Nor  care  to  leave  it  for  a  sunnier  shore  ; 
Guessing  what  other  lands  may  hold  in  store, 

Yet  loyal  to  the  land  which  first  was  ours. 

Though  ever  farther  seem  its  beckoning  towers, 
Its  rough  ways  ever  rougher  than  before, 
'Tis  Karth  still — Earth  that  we  have  loved  of  yore — 

Earth,  from  whose  very  thorns  we  wrest  its  flowers. 

And  oft,  the  pain  of  striving  lulled  awhile, 
We  feel  alone  the  glory  of  the  strife, 

And  struggling  always,  yet  can  alwavs  smile, 
And  living  still,  have  still  delight  in  life. 

So,  while  day  lasts,  to  wake  and  work  seems  best ; 

Only  with  night  Clod  gives  the  need  of  rest. 
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HELP  IN  THE  STORM 

When  the  insidious  Tempter's  voice  is  heard, 

And  the  heart  heeds  it,  lured  and  well-nigh  lost ; 

When  right  seems  vain,  and  sin  half  worth  its  cost, 
Ami  all  the  light  of  life  is  dimmed  and  blurred  ; 
When  peace,  howe'er  called,  answers  not  a  word  ; 

When  by  the  wind's  rough  will  the  wave's  is  crossed, 

Until  the  whole  wide  sea  between  them  tossed 
Moans  in  its  depths,  through  all  their  fountains  stirred — 
O  then,  torn  soul,  look  forth  to  Galilee  ! 

Behold  where  walks  the  Man  of  Nazareth  ! 
Is  He  not  with  thee  on  this  angry  sea — 

He  who  can  still  its  fun-  with  a  breath  ? 
No  sin  can  face  the  Eternal  Purity. 

Where  the  sole  Lord  of  Life  is,  fear  not  death  ! 


THE  ALPINE  RHODODENDRON. 

Where  Summer's  self  is  girt  with  threatening  snows, 

That  mock  the  aim  of  every  bud  and  branch, 
Unmurmuring  in  the  bitttr  blast  she  grows, 

Undaunted   by   the   frequent   avalanche. 
Where  no  eye  sees  her,  where  no  tongue  can  praise, 

Freely  she  gives  herself  from  year  to  year, 
Calm  through  long  nights  and  glad  of  shortest  days, 

Far  from  earth's  warmth,  but  sure  that  heaven's  is  near. 
O  soul  of  mine,  be  like  her !  be  content 

To  prow  for  ever  in  a  silent  laivl. 
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Asking  alone  to  spend  and  to  be  spent, 

Known  to  God  only,  fed  but  by  His  hand. 
What  if  thy  home  be  on  the  mountain  bare? 
Enough,  enough  that  He  has  set  thee  there ! 


THE  GIFT  OF  SLEEP. 

Give  thanks,  my  heart,  for  God's  good  gift  of  Sleep  ! 

Mother  of  health  and  harbinger  of  heaven, 
She  lulls  with  holy  oil  life's  troubled  deep, 

And  heals  all  wounds  the  waking  world  has  given. 
We  feel  our  burdens  sinking  with  the  sun, 

And  with  our  garments  cast  away  our  cares, 
Smiling  to  think  the  weary  day  is  done, 

Letting  its  woes  slip  from  us  unawares. 
Then  comes  the  rest  that  comes  not  otherwise; 

Then,  while  the  doors  are  shut  to  pain  and  sin, 
Fair  flights  of  dreams,  like  birds  of  paradise, 

Are  seen  through  skyward  windows  venturing   in. 
Ah,  who  with  heart  to  feel,  and  eyes  to  weep, 
Knows  not  the  worth  of  God's  good  gift  of  Sleep? 


THE  CHIEF  MUSICIAN. 

If  we  could  fuse  and  fix  in  one  sweet  strain 
The  lyric  tones  that  thrill  Love's  harp  of  fire, 
The  cadenced  chanting  of  the  poet's  choir, 

The  tuneful  dreams  of  each  musician's  brain  ; 


AUTUMN.  1^ 

With  psalms  of  praise  for  universal  gain, 
Swelled  by  the  noblest  notes  of  Nature's  lyre, 
Should  we  not  yet  of  that  full  sweetness  tire, 

Saddened  by  some  deep  undertone  of  pain 

Forcing  its  way  through  all?     For  even  love, 
Told  by  earth's  voices,  wavers  into  woe ; 

Clear  through  the  Jubilate  heard  above 
The  Miserere  still  wails  on  below. 

Thus  all  man's  music  sounds  of  his  unrest ; 

The  music  of  the  voice  of  God  is  best. 


AUTUMN. 

With  sound  of  weeping  rain  on  falling  leaves, 
With  sunsets  burning  like  a  funeral  pyre 
To  light  her  to  the  grave  of  her  desire  ; 

With  lips  that  tremble  and  a  heart  that  grieves, 

Autumn  lies  prone  among  her  garnered  sheaves, 
In  hectic  beauty  like  a  fading  fire, 
Drawing  a  dirge  from  her  lamenting  lyre, 

And  watching  while  her  shroud  the  Winter  weaves. 

O  robed  and  crowned  with  golden  mists  and  grey  ! 
Whither  thy  flowers  depart  thou  too  must  go. 
Queen  of  a  falling  throne,  a  dying  day, 

Epitome  of  all  earth's  gloom  and  glow, 
Thy  fiery  birth  foreshadows,  far  away. 

Thy  stormy  death,  lost  in  a  whirl  of  snow. 
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THE  POET'S  CROWN. 

He  dipped  his  pen  in  dew  from  youth's  first  rose, 
Dew  kindled  into  fire  by  day's  first  light, 
And  hoped  thereby  a  worthy  song  to  write — 

A  song  of  joy,  to  soothe  a  world  of  woes. 

All  vainly  fell  the  notes  ;   none  found  repose 
In  any  heart,  for  none  was  sung  aright. 
Men  sought  what  cheers  for  toil,  and  nerves  for  fight, 

The  immortal  music  bom  of  mortal  throes. 

He  dipped  his  pen  in  his  heart's  blood,  and  wrote  ; 

And  toil-worn  souls  around  him  paused  to  hear, 
For  now  the  mystery  of  the  minor  note 

He  knew,  and  found  the  source  of  song — a  tear. 
Behold  what  wreath  the  Muse's  brow  adorns  ! 
The  crown  of  bays  conceals  a  crown  of  thorns. 


A  LILY  MAID. 

A  lily  in  bud,  cold  with  the  dews  of  dawn, 

Sweet  to  the  heart  with  hidden  honey-gold  ; 

Shy  leaves  shut  fast  together,  fold  on  fold  ; 
A  still,  white  life  into'  itself  withdrawn  ; 
A  sudden  sun-kiss  falling  from  above, 

A  flush  of  sunrise  on  the  petals  white ; 

A  blossom  softly  opening  to  the  light — 
So'  blooms  earth's  fairest  flower,  a  maiden's  love. 


"THROUGH  MUCH  TRIBULATION.  19 

How  faint  the  flush  which  warms  those  silver  leaves! 

How  light  the  touch  which  thrills  that  timorous  soul ! 

She  trembles  yet  to  feel  the  sun's  control, 
And  shrinks  from  every  ray  that  she  receives. 
For  thus,  by  dim  degrees,  from  hour  to  hour, 
The  bud  dies  in  her,  ripening  to  the  flower. 


"THROUGH  MUCH  TRIBULATION." 

"  Out  of  great  tribulation !"     Even  so. 

How  else  could  these  Elect  before  the  Throne 
Learn  the  high  secret  joy  has  never  known, 

See  the  great  vision  only  grief  can  show  ? 

The  crowned  above  were  crucified  below; 
Sad  Olivet  has  heard  their  midnight  moan, 
Up  Calvary's  painful  height  they  toiled  alone, 

For  love's  sake  bearing  love's  immortal  woe, 

These,  these  have  washed  their  robes  and  made  them  white, 
Drinking  from  sorrow's  cup  of  tears  and  gall. 

Therefore  are  they  before  the  Lamb  their  Light, 
Where  none  shall  sorrow  any  more  at  all. 

Whence  came  they  to  the  glory  and  the  glow? 

"  Out   of  great  tribulation  '' — even   so. 


THE  REST  THAT  REMA1NETH. 

Ah,  must  we  ever  walk  as  pilgrims  here? 

Must  Hope  still  find  the  goal  so  hardly  won, 
The  bourne  her  weariness  would  rest  upon, 

Kent  into  ruin  by  the  storms  of  fear? 
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So  be  it,  since  a  surer  home  is  near ! 

A  rest  remaineth  ;   let  us  journey  on, 

Till  the  last  light  be  darkened  where  it  shone, 
And  with  the  deepening  dusk,  the  stars  appear. 
Here  have  we  no  continuing  city — why, 

Building  our  house  upon  these  shifting  sands, 
Mourn  we  that  low  as  they  its  towers  must  lie, 

Meet  emblems  of  a  world  where  nothing  stands? 
City  that  hath  foundations !  thence  we  fly 

To  Thee,  and  to  the  house  not  made  with  hands. 


A  CHARM  FOR  THE  TEMPTED.* 

"  For  their  sakes  have  I  sanctified  Myself  "- 

O  thou  Eternal  One,  what  help  is  here 
For  all  the  temporal  greed  of  power  or  pelf, 

For  each  unhallowed  hope  or  faithless  fear  ! 
For  when  the  soul  must  seal  her  final  choice 

Between  the  painful  right  and  wrongful  bliss, 
No  other  thought  that  earth  or  heaven  can  voice 

Cornels  with  such  power  to  help  her  need  as  this : 
As  far  as  I  resist,  so>  far  may  all ; 

If  I  who  am  the  feeblest  of  my  kind 
Find  strength  to  stand,  who  yet  need  fear  to  fall? 

Such  light  as  I  have  found  all  else  may  find. 
For  their  sakes !     Ah,  by  that  prevailing  word 
Our  battles  end  as  Thine,  victorious  Lord  ! 

*  The  thought  embodied  in  this  sonnet  is  adapted  from  a  passage 
in  one  of  the  closing"  chapters  of  Graham  Travers'  "Windhaugh." 


A    CRY    FROM    THE    DEPTHS.  21 

A  CRY  FROM  THE  DEPTHS. 

"  The  days  wherein  Thou  hast  afflicted  us      ...      the  years 
wherein  we  have  seen  evil." 

Yea,  they  were  many,  Lord — those  weary  years 
When  flesh  and  spirit  fainted,  sick  together; 
When,  like  a  stray  lamb  broken  from  its  tether, 

Hope  stood  forlorn,  lost  in  a  land  of  fears ; 

And  when  all  smiles  were  trembling  into  tears, 
And  upper  springs  seemed  failing    with  the  nether, 
And  far  through  summer  stretched  the  wintry  weather — 

They  have  left  their  mark  on  me,  those  weary  years. 

O  Thou  who  bring'st  the  future  from  the  past, 
Who  seest  the  roses  quickening  in  the  snow, 

Out  of  our  darkness  draw  Thy  light  at  last ! 
Give  joy  according  to  our  time  of  woe — 

The  years  wherein  we  wept  and  wandered  thus, 

The  days  wherein  Thou  hast  afflicted  us. 


NATURE'S  COMMON  MERCIES. 

I  longed  for  Alps ;  God  gave  me  one  green  hill, 

But  crowned  it  so*  with  gems  of  various  light 
That  still  from  Beauty's  cup  I  drank  my  fill, 

Through  all  the  separate  pomps  of  day  and  night. 
I  know  not  Vallombrosa's  chestnut  bowers, 

But  daily  under  English  elms  I  pass; 
Not  in  my  path  the  starry  gentian  flowers, 

But  I  have  seen  the  daisies  light  the  grass. 
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If  Lomond  and  Lucerne  their  grace  deny, 

What  need  of  these,  while  heart  and  eye  give  thanks 

For  yon  fair  stretch  of  cloud-surrounded  sky, 
Like  a  blue  lake  amid  its  lilied  banks  ? 

Well  have  they  fared,  though  scant  their  meal  and  rough, 
Who  say  of  all  Heaven  grants,  "  It  is  enough.'' 


COMPANION  PICTURES. 

I.— JULY  EVENING. 

The  roses,  drugged  with  dew,  breathe  heavily  ; 
The  lamps  of  heaven  are  lighted  one  by  one 
Far  in  the  east,  and  in  the  west  the  sun 

Faints  to  a  memory ;  darker  grows  the  sea 

With  dim  foreshadowings  of  the  night  to  be, 
As  fear  foretells  the  grief  not  yet  begun, 
Mute  are  the  birds  which  sang  in  unison, 

And  still  the  leaves  which  danced  on  every  tree. 

The  land  has  rest ;   only  the  city  stirs, 

Where  wreaths  of  smo'ke,  suspiring  like  a  sigh, 

Suggest  the  gloom  at  that  deep  heart  of  hers — 
The  gloom  of  earth,  that  lingers  ever  nigh, 

While,  high  in  heaven,  the  thoughts  of  God  are  told 

In  lines  of  azure  and  in  words  of  gold. 

II.— AN  AUGUST  SUNRISE. 
A  sultry  stillness  held  the  earth  and  air ; 

Even  the  wakeful  waves  subdued  their  song. 

The  moon  lay  hid,  with  all  her  starry  throng  ; 
The  hosts  of  darkness  triumphed  everywhere, 
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No  lark  gave  warning,  no  wind  rumoured  there 
Of  light  to  be ;  the  power  of  night  was  strong, 
And  yet  I  knew  the  sun  would  rise  erelong, 

And  with  his  smile  make  all  things  new  and  fair. 

Silently  came  the  change  ;  the  stifling  gloom 

Felt  the  first  breath  of  dawn  ;  the  first  light  gleamed 
Through  conscious  clouds  that  mocked  the  rose's  bloom, 
While  over  all  an  orient  freshness  streamed 

From  founts  of  dew,  silver  and  cool  and  clear, 

And  sylvan  prophets  sang,  "  The  day  draws  near." 


SONG  THE  CONSOLER. 

She  keeps  the  keys  of  comfort ;   in  her  hand, 
Is  many  a  balsam,  many  a  sovereign  charm. 
Pain  falls  asleep  on  her  protecting  arm ; 
Doubt  by  the  whisper  of  her  wings  is  fanned 
With  soft  airs  breathing  of  her  native  land. 
Grief  for  a  little  space  forgets  to  harm, 
Sin  can  allure  us  not,  nor  strife  alarm, 
When  in  the  shelter  of  her  peace  we  stand. 
By  her  we  turn  aside  life's  flaming  sword  : 
And  walk  as  in  the  garden  of  the  Lord, 

And  see  again  the  light  no  shadow  blurs. 
God  gave  her  for  a  refuge  and  a  rest, 
And  Sorrow's  self  is  happy  on  her  breast, 
Consoled,  as  by  a  mother's  love,  by  hers. 


II. -LYRICS. 


"The  vernal  impulsion 
Makes  lyrical  all  that  hath  language." 

—WILLIAM  WATSON. 


THE  REASON  WHY. 

Why  do  I  love  thee?       Nay,  inquire  of  me 

Why  the  stream  loves  the  sea; 
Bid  the  dove  tell  thee  from  her  secret  nest 

Why  her  mate's  song  is  best. 
Ask  why  the  day,  weary  of  heat  and  light, 

Seeks  the  embrace  of  night, 
Or  why  the  earth,  when  snows  are  vanishing, 

Leaps  to  the  lips  of  Spring. 
Or,  if  thou  wilt,  demand  of  sun-kissed  flowers, 

Warm  with  the  day's  first  hours, 
Wherefore  their  timorous  leaves  at  length  unfold, 

Showing  their  hearts  of  gold. 
Ask  why  the  soul  so  yearns,  where  death  is  rife. 

Unto*  the  Life  of  life ; 
Why  Time  still  seeks  the  Eternity  above, 

Why  God  Himself  loves  Love. 
So  shalt  thou  know,  nor  need  to  ask  of  me, 

Why  all  my  heart  loves  thee. 


IN  ABSENCE. 

I  know  not  how  thy  soul  may  fare, 
Or  where  Fate  casts  thy  lot — 

Enough  to  know  thou  canst  not  go 
Where  God  is  not. 


APRIL.  27 

I  see  thee  cross  the  angry  deep, 

And  yet  my  fears  dismiss. 
What  should  I  dread,  since  one  has  said, 

"  The  sea  is  His  "  ? 

I  see  the  sunken  rocks  of  grief: 

Thy  bark  is  at  their  will. 
But  faith  is  taught  by  one  sweet  thought — 

He  steers  it  still. 

I  hear  the  voice  which  calls  thee  forth 

To  some  dim  battle-field, 
Yet  with  clear  sight  I  watch  the  fight — 

Thou  hast  thy  Shield. 

Comes  the  last    enemy  of  all  ? 

Lo,  he  too  faltereth ! 
:' Where  is  death's  sting?"  the  angels  sing. 

"  One  conquered   death." 

How  can  I  have  one  fear  for  thee, 
Dear  love  who  dwell'st  apart  ? 

Thy  Guard  and  Guide  is  at  thy  side. 
How  safe  thou  art! 


APRIL. 

Sighing  and  singing  together, 

Wedding  her  hopes  to  her  fears  : 

Sunny  with  luminous  laughter, 
Dewy  with  tremulous   tears  ; 
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Breathing  of  blossoms  that  love  her, 
Shining  with  beams  that  array, 

Comes  the  coy  nymph  that  is  April — 
April,  the  herald  of  May. 

Look,  for  the  forests  are  waking ! 

Hark !  for  the  rivers  rejoice, 
Lit  by  her  magical  beauty, 

Lured  by  her  lyrical  voice. 
Mingles  the  rain  with  the  rainbow ; 

Flashes  the  sun  on  the  shower, 
Bringing  the  noon  from  the  morning, 

Crowning  the  bud  with   the  flower. 

Thus,  with  a  breaking  of  blushes, 

Seen  where  anemones  dwell, — 
Thus,  with  a  love-song  of  linnets 

Heard  over  valley  and  dell, — 
Thus,  as  a  bride  to  her  bridal, 

Decked  with  a  smile  and  a  tear, 
Sighing  and  singing  comes  April — 

April,  the  queen  of  the  year. 


THE  ETERNAL  QUEST. 

Clouds,   clouds  before  Thee  and  behind  Thee, 

And  on  the  left  hand  and  the  right ! 
O  that  I  knew  where  I  might  find  Thee, 
My  Life  and  Light ! 


THE    TRYSTING-TIME.  2Q 


I  look  within  me  and  without  me  : 

I  know  not  where  to  seek,  or  how. 
What  though  Thy  works  are  all  about  me? 
They  are  not  Thou. 

Show  me  the  place  of  Thy  abiding. 

And  make  it  plain,  and  bring  it  nigh  ! 
In  Man  or  Nature  art  Thou  hiding, 
In  earth  or  sky  ? 

In  Beauty's  dim,  divine  suggestions 

Of  truths  that  Logic  never  learns? 
Or  haply  in  this  brain  that  questions, 
This  heart  that  yearns  ? 

In  Love,  than  life  and  death  proved  stronger, 
In  Christ,  the  love  of  heaven  brought  near 
O  thou  who  seekest,  seek  no  longer ! 
Here — He  is  here  ! 


THE  TRYSTING-TIME 

When  the  dying  light 
To  the  dark  gives  birth  : 
When  the  yearning  Earth 

Feels  the  kiss  of  Night : 
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When  the  sun-flush  pales 
As  the  moon  draws  nigh, 
And  the  rose's  sigh 

Wakes  the  nightingale's ; 

When  the  high  stars  lean 
To  the  trembling  trees, 
And  a  low  light  breeze 

Thrills  the  air  between ; 

When  the  call  is  given 
To  the  bridal  rite 
Of  the  day  and  night— 

Of  the  earth  and  heaven; 

Then  I  seek  my  rest 
As  a  maid  her  bower, 
As  the  dew  the  flower, 

As  the  sun  the  west. 

Then  my  soul  grows  still 
As  the  moon-lulled  sea, 
And  with  Love  and  thee 

I  have  all  my  will. 

And  the  hopes  come  fast, 
And  the  fears  go  by, 
As  the  hour  creeps  nigh — 

Is  it  here  at  last? 

Hark !  the  winds  give  ear, 
And  the  light  leaves  start ! 
Know  they,   my   heart, 

That  she  is  near? 
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THE  BEREAVED  MOTHER. 

O'er  the  home  unblest 

Broods   a   cloud    unstirred. 

Ah,  forsaken  nest, 
Empty  of  the  bird  ! 

Heart,  be  still  and  wise  ! 

Fear  for  him  may  cease. 
Robed  for  rest  he  lies, 

Perfect  in  his  peace. 

Keep  that  tear  too  warm 

From  the  brow  of  snow. 
Leave   the  little   form 

Where  the  daisies  grow. 

Gone  are  those  sweet  looks, 
Hushed  that  sound  of  play. 

Close  the  picture'-books, 
Put  the  toys  away. 

Busy  hands  must  rest, 

Busy  tongue  be  still. 
Best — it  must  be  best ! 

God  has  done  His  will. 

Yet  my  eyes  are  dim, 

Yet  my  heart  must  pine. 
Was  Thy  need  of  him 

Greater,  Lord,  than  mine  ? 
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NIGHTFALL. 

Far  in  the  fields  of  the  cloudland, 

Fenced  with  their  luminous  bars, 
Silently  vanish   the   sunbeams, 

Silently  enter  the  stars. 
Winds  that  have  drunk  of  the  summer 

Steal  from  the  gates  of  the  west. 
Day  woke  the  world  to  its  labour ; 

Night  comes  to  sing  it  to  rest. 


Now  the  young  tears  of  the  twilight, 

Shed  for  the  sorrows  of  all, 
Secretly  gather  and  tremble, 

Secretly,  silverly  fall. 
Thus,  in  as  sweet  a  seclusion, 

Dreams  as  impalpably  stirred 
Sigh  through  the  heart  of  a  maiden, 

Sing  in  the  soul  of  a  bird. 


Earth  is  aware  of  the  angels, 

Whispers  and  gleams  from  above 
Breathe  of  ineffable  goodness, 

Beam  with  invincible  love. 
So,  through  the  portals  of  darkness, 

Crowned  with  the  last  of  the  light, 
Silently  passes  the  evening  ; 

Silently  enters  the  night. 
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LULLABY. 

Sleep,  baby  mine,  sleep  soft  and  still ! 

The  sun  sleeps  in  the  west. 
Only  the  light  waves  laugh  at  will  ; 

The  land  is  rocked  to  rest. 
The  lambs  are  gathered  to  the  fold, 

The  daisies  shut  their  eyes ; 
And  angels  light  their  lamps  of  gold 

Far  in  the  silent  skies. 
Their  blessings  will  thy  dreams  fulfil — 
Sleep  soft,  sleep  still ! 


IN  SEPARATE  WAYS. 

Our  doom  was  silence — Love  would  grant  us  never 

Freedom  to  voice  his  meanings  rich  and  rife. 
Only  my  heart  cries  out  to  thee  for  ever, 
"  My  love,  my  life !" 

Against  Despair  how  vain  is  Hope's  resistance ! 
Apart  we  stand ;  wide  waves  between  us  roll ; 
But  still  deep  calls  to  deep  across  the  distance, 
And  soul  to  soul. 

No  bridge  across  the  gulf  mine  eyes  discover ; 

Never  shall  I  be  with  thee  where  thou  art. 
Yet  at  thy  side  I  make  my  home,  true  lover, 
Till  death  us  part ! 
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Whom  God  hath  joined  let  no  man  nut  asunder. 
What  power  can  rend  the  islands  from  the  sea, 
Heat  from  the  flame,  or  lightning  from  the  thunder, 
Or  thee  from  me  ? 

One  by  a  love  untold,  a  bliss  unproved, 
A  grief  unse'en,  a  silence  and  a  sigh, 
One  for  all  life  and  after-life,  Beloved, 
Are  thou  and  I ! 


GAIN  AFTER  LOSS. 

April's    tender   bloom 

Buried  lies  in  earth — 
Yet  who  mourns  its  tomb 

In  the  harvest  mirth? 
Comes  the  winter-time, 

Keen,  and  hard,  and  hoary  ? 
Yet,   through   frosty  rime, 

Dawns  the  Christmas  glory  ! 

Midnight    stars   will  rise 

When   the   twilight's  set. 
When  the  snowdrop  dies 

Blooms  the  violet. 
What  if  joy  be  fleet? 

Hardly  have  we  missed  her 
Ere  we  turn  to  greet 

Hope,  her  shining  sister. 


RIVALS. 

Clear  the  robin  calls, 

Though  the  lark  be  mute. 
When  the  blossom  falls 

Soon  succeeds  the  fruit. 
Lookest   thou   in  pain 

Where   the  dying  light    is? 
Eastward  turn  again — 

Lo,  how  fair  the  night  is  ! 


RIVALS. 

Is  she  dreaming  of  him  now  ? 

I  can  see  her  at  her  rest, 
With  that  light  upon  her  brow, 

With  that  music  in  her  breast ! 
How  she  smiles,  the  happy-hearted  ! 

Those  shut  eyes  are  sunned  by  his, 
And  the  lips,  so  softly  parted, 

Keep  the  memory  of  a  kiss. 

Like  a  queen  she  holds  her  place 
On  the  throne  none  else  could    win. 

What  a  glory  lights  her  face, 
Kindled  bv  the  warmth  within  ! 
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On  her  hand  his  ring  (ah,  see ! 

Bear  to  look  on  it,  my  heart !) 
Where  another  soon  will  be, 

With  the  vow  "  Till  Death  us  part !'' 

Dreaming  still  her  dream  of  Love, 

Of  the  heaven  so  lately  won, 
Softly  as  the  mated  dove 

Through  the  night  she  slumbers  on. 
Is  a  joy  found  anywhere 

Sweeter  than  to  her  is  given? 
Is  an  angel's  rest  more  fair, 

More  at  peace  with  earth  and  heaven  ? 

Would  that  night  went  thus  with  me ! 

Bright  as  noon  to  her  it  seems. 
Would  that  I  could  sleep  as  she, 

With  such  hopes,  to  bring  such  dreams 
But  my  tears  flow  fast  in  slumber, 

Or  I  slumber  not  at  all. 
Waking  woes  my  dreams  encumber 

With  a  load  that  will  not  fall. 

Ah,  but  she  is  happy  now  ! 

I  can  see  her  at  her  rest, 
And  the  light  upon  her  brow 

Is  her  love  made  manifest. 
Restless  pain  my  rest  is  breaking  ; 

Softly,  softly  slumbers  she, 
And  an  Eden  waits  her  waking — 

Would  that  night  went  thus  with  me  ! 
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SUNSET  BY  THE  SEA. 

The  moon  was  alone  in  heaven — 

Not  a  star  in  sight ! 
Her  light,   like  a  bridge   of  gold, 

Spanned  the  gulf  of  night. 
Serene  was  the  brooding  east, 

Where   the   dusk   drew  nigher ; 
The  west,  like  a  troubled  heart, 

Had  a  core  of  fire. 


The   magic   of   moonrise   mixed 

With   the   setting  sun ; 
But  wild  was   the  sea's  lament 

For  the  daylight  done. 
And  ever  the  waves  came  in 

With   a  deeper  moan, 
And  plained  of  the  dark  to  be, 

And  the  glory  flown. 


O  loss  that  was  crowned  with  gain ! 

When  the  sun  went  by, 
The  light  of  a  thousand  stars 

Cheered  the  orphaned  sky! 
And  calm  grew  the  stormy  woe 

On  the  ocean's  breast, 
In  heaven  was  the  after-glow, 

And  on  earth  was  rest. 
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A  WOMAN'S  REASON. 

Beauty  and  wisdom  and  worth 

Make  me  his  debtor. 
Yet  there  are  fairer  on  earth, 

Wiser  and  better. 
Many  beside  him  there  be — 

Haply  above  him. 
Why  is  he  highest  to>  me  ? 

Why  do  I  love  him? 


Deep  was  the  sleep  of  the  rose, 

Sealed  was  its  vision, 
Ere  tha  young  leaves  could  unclose, 

Crowned  with  fruition. 
Fast  fell  the  shafts  of  the  sun, 

Glancing  around  it, 
Yet,  till  'twas  sought  by  the  One, 

Which   of   them   found    it? 


So',  till  this  being  was  whole, 

Ripe  for  the  waking, 
Deep  was  the  sleep  of  my  soul, 

Deep  beyond  breaking, 
Vainly   Love's   siege  was   begun  ; 

Well  was  it  shielded, 
Till,  at  the  challenge  of  One, 

Straightway  it  yielded  ! 


SUSPENSE.  39 


Dear  to  the  bud  is  the  beam 

Piercing  its  cover; 
Yet,  to  the  heart's  loving  dream, 

Dearer  the  lover — 
He  who  has  tuned  it  to  mirth, 

Trained  it  for  duty, 
Shown  it  the  heavens  and  the  earth, 

Full  of  their  beauty ! 

Others  do  this  for  the  rest — 

Thou  didst  for  me,  Dear! 
Others  are  otherwise  blest — 

I  am  by  thee,  Dear ! 
Others — what  are  they  to  rne, 

Round  or  above  thee? 

Thee  and  thee  only  I  see — 

Love,  how  I  love  thee  ! 


SUSPENSE. 

Lett  it  be  dark  or  light ! 

Send  day  or  night. 
This  twilight  gives  no  scope 

For  fear  or  hope, 
Dim  doubt  alone  I  see-  - 
Give   certainty  ! 
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The  mom  is  blithe  and  blest, 

The  night  brings   rest, 
But  what  remains  to  do 

Between  the  two  ? 
Only  to  pause,  and  pray 
For  dark  or  day. 

For  all  is  dubious  here, 

And  nothing  clear. 
Let  the  blow  quickly  fall, 

Or  not  at  all! 
The  long-suspended  sword 
Is  sharpest,  Lord  !      ^ 

I  stand  'twixt  good  and  ill, 

And  wait  Thy  will- 
Wait,  while  Hope  holds  her  breath, 

For  life  or  death. 
O  drear  uncertainty  ! 
Which  will  it  be? 


BRIDAL  SONGS. 

No.   I. 

Blush    through    thy    veil    of    grey. 

Awaited  morn  ! 
The  old  life  dies  to-day  ; 

The  new  is  born. 
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Blush,   rose   beside   my  bovver ! 

The  bee  draws  nigh, 
Yield  up  thy  soul  this  hour, 

Even  as  I ! 

The  lark's  rejoicing  rings 

Far,  far  above. 
I  know  the  song  he  sings,— 

The  song  of  love. 

I  too  rise  up  elate 

With  joy  divine. 
The  lark  has  left  his  mate — 

I  go  to  mine  ! 

< )  thoughts  that  sigh   for  words 

To  set  them  free, 
Thoughts  that  fly  home  like  birds, 

Dear  love,  to  thee  ! 

I  love   with  love   made  whole 

At  last,  at  length, 
With  all  my  heart  and  soul, 

And   mind,  and   strength. 

Knter  my   inmost   heart, 

Nor  fear  rebuff  ! 
I  give  it  not  in  part — 

Is  all  enough  ? 
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BRIDAL  SONGS. 

No.  II. 

All  scenes  of  life  are  types  of  love :  — 

The  moon  is  for  the  sea; 
Earth  for  the  sun,  her  lord  above, 
And  I  for  thee ! 

The  dewdrops  come  to  meet  the  flowers 

That  blush  in  lane  and  lea. 
Thus,  in  this  best  of  all  life's  hours, 
Come  I  to  thee ! 

The  dove  has  found  that  mate  of  hers — 

Hear  how  their  notes  agree! 
The  light  wind  loves  the  leaf  it  stirs, 
And  I  love  thee! 

Happy  the  bird  within  her  nest, 

And  in  her  hive  the  bee ; 
But  happier  now  my  heart  may  rest, 
At  home  in  thee ! 

My  life,  my  light !  by  day,  by  night, 

In  all  I  hear  and  see, 
Below,  above,  I  find  but  Love, 
And  love  but  thee  ! 


THE  SWAN  SONG. 
As  that  fair  bird,  whose  joys  and  woes 

Alike  are  mute  until  it  dies, 
Finds  first  amid  its  life's  last  throes 

The  boon  it  found  not  otherwise, 
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And  on  white  wings  that  starward  sweep 
Is  borne  at  length  through  song  to  sleep, 
And  in  such  music  yields  its  breath 
As  Life  can  only  learn  from  Death ; 

So,  when  we  reach  our  destined  goal, 

The  haven  of  the  heart's  desire, 
White  wings  may  waft  each  voiceless  soul 

Into  the  everlasting  choir. 
So  hymns  of  heaven  may  spring  to  birth 
From  lips  that  never  sang  on  earth, 
And  harps  that  slept  in  silence  here 
Wake  first  to  thrill  an  angel's  ear. 


THE  DYING  WIFE. 

Now  Death  draws  near  to  wrest  my  hand  from  thine. 

I  hear  him  say,  "Arise  thou,  and  depart !" 
Yet  the  old  life  through  all  the  new  will  shine. 

Still,  still  I  shall  be  with  thee  where  thou  art ! 
And  He  whose  name  is  Love  will  pardon  me 

If  in  this  hour,  that  brings  His  heaven  so  near, 
The  thoughts  that  should  be  His  cleave  yet  to  thee — 

Living  or  dying  I  must  love  thee,  Dear! 

What  would  I  have  thy  soul  remember  most 
Of  all  I  was,  since  all  to-day  must  go — 

Whatever  worth  the  vanished  life  could  boast, 
Whatever  works  the  folded  hands  could  show? 
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Not  so — not  these  !  nor  yet  our  wedded  bliss, 
Nor  aught  in  me  that  pleased  thine  eye  or  ear, 

Nor  that  first  smile  I  gave,  nor  this  last  kiss — 
Remember  only  how  I  loved  thee,  Dear ! 


THANKFULNESS. 

A  daisy  raised  her  cheerful   head 

To  bless  the  sun,  when  noon  was  nigh. 

"  Thanks  for  this  pleasant  light,"  she  said, 
"  Great  Father  in  the  sky  !" 

Full  soon  the  light  began  to  wane 
'Neath  clouds  that  wept  uncomforted. 

';  Surely  the  earth  had  need  of  rain- 
Thank  God  !"  the  daisy  said. 


III. -ROUNDELS. 

"  Fair  old  tunes  of  France, 
You  must  not  ask  of  these  the  swell 
Of  organs,  grandiose  and  sublime." 

—Adap  led  ft  out  AUSTIN  DOBSON. 


IRounbels. 


AT   SET  OF   SUN. 

The  sun  has  set ;   this  is  the  afterglow 

Which  paints  the  clouds  with  glory  lingering  yet. 
Look  where  the  night  comes  on,  serene  and  slow ! 
The  sun  has  set. 

Now  with  lone  tears  each  fainting  flower  is  wet ; 

Now  weeps  the  world  because  its  light  must  go, 
And  all  things  breathe  of  memory  and  regret, 

Yet  welcome,  Night !    Thine  office  well  we  know, 

And  eyes  that  yearn  to  where  the  stars  have  met 
Find  light  above,  though  on  the  world  below 
The  sun  has  set. 


IN  THE  FURNACE. 

Let  the  heart  break  in  silence — 'tis  His  will, 

The  fiery  pang,  the  thirst  thou  canst  not  slake. 
Cast  in  the  furnace,  let  the  gold  lie  still ; 
Let  the  heart  break ! 

God  calls  His  own  to>  suffer  for  His  sake. 

The  wheat  must  know  the  grinding  of  the  mill ; 
The  truth  asks  witness  yet  from  cross  and  stake. 
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So  comes  the  power  too  strong  for  pain  to  kill, 

The  calm  too  deep  for  any  storm  to  shake. 
The  soul  is  safe  upon  her  holy  hill — 
Let  the  heart  break  ! 


THE  WAGES. 

"  Whatsoever  is  right,  that  shall  ye  receive.'" 

"  Whatsoe'er  is  right,"  the  Master  saith, 

"  Sought  by  day-long  toil,   is  found  at  night.' 
God  will  give  His  own,  in  life,  in  death, 
Whatsoe'er  is   right. 

Sow  the  seed,  nor  dread  the  frost  and  blight ! 

Sure  is  rest  to  him  who  laboureth. 
Work  with  eyes  of  hope,  with  brow  of  light ! 

Ah,  what  goal  the  way  illumineth  ? 

Is  it  peace  for  souls  that  dared  to  fight, 
Joy  for  hearts  that  mourned  to  life's  last  breath  ? 
Whatsoe'er   is   right. 


IN  TIME  OF  NEED. 

I  have  such  need  of  Thee  on  whom  I  call ! 
For  help,  for  hope,  for  very  life  I  plead. 
Hold  Thou  me  up — I  falter  and  I  fall, 
I  have  such  need  ! 
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Thou  hearest  when  none  else  will  hear  or  heed. 

Thou  too  hast  known  the  wormwood  and  the  gall, 
Hast  felt  the  thorns  that  pierce,  the  wounds  that  bleed. 

Lean  to>  me  from  Thy  heaven's  engirdling  wall ! 

The  weakest,  needing  Thee,  finds  strength  indeed. 
Bear  witness,  Thou  who'  know'st  the  hearts  of  all, 
I  have  such  need. 


A  PICTURE  OF  PATIENCE. 

Her  eyes  are  bent  upon  her  goal, 

For  ever  bent  on  things  afar. 
Deep,  deep  as  her  unfathomed  soul 
Her  eyes  are. 

She  hears  as  hearing  not  the  jar 

Of  battling  waves  that  round  her  roll. 
No  tempest  her  sure  peace  can  mar. 

Little  she  heeds  the  night  of  dole, 
Expecting  still  the  morning  star. 
Fixed  on  His  eyes  who  sees  the  whole 
Her  eyes  are. 


EVEN  AS  BY  FIRE. 

Even  as  by  fire  the  saints  are  saved, 

Tools  the  tasks  of  heaven  may  soon  require, 
Tried  and  tempered,  fitly  wrought  and  graved, 
Even  as  by  fire. 
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Life  consumes  them  like  a  funeral  pyre  ; 

Yet  the  heat  is  borne,  the  furnace  braved. 
Till  the  end  of  all  they  will  not  tire. 

So  at  length  they  win  the  worth  they  craved. 

So  at  last  One  bids  them  "  Come  up  higher,' 
Purified  and  sanctified  and  saved, 
Even  as  by  fire. 


WHAT  LOVE  IS. 

What  Love  is  they  may  know  who  on  his  heart 

Lean  ever,  losing  so  all  life  but  his. 
The  rest  discern  but  dimly  and  in  part 
What   Love   is. 

This  sight  is  not  for  them,  nor  they  for  this, 

Bent  on  the  trivial  pageant  of  the  mart, 
The  vast  procession  of  the  heavens  they  miss. 

O  Love's  Creator,  Love's  sole  Counterpart, 

Source  of  the  sources  of  the  deeps  of  bliss, 
None  knoweth,  till  he  knows  Thee  what  thou  art, 
What  Love  is ! 


IV.-QUATRAINS 

"  Poet  who  lov  st  to  choose 

The  loosely  sandalled  verse, 
Better  becomes  thy  Muse 
The  buskin'd,  strait  and  terse. 


(Quatrains. 


THE  UNIT'S  WORTH. 

How  can  the  falling  of  a  single  star 

Affect  the  universe  where  myriads  are? 

One  lamp  being   quenched,  though  all  the  rest  burn  bright, 

One  nook  of  heaven  will  miss  its  wonted  light. 


BEETHOVEN  AND  THE  "CHORAL  SYMPHONY. 

An  ecstasy  evolved  from  agony  ; 
A  chained  Prometheus,  panting  to  be  free ; 
A  height  unsealed ;  a  never-fathomed  sea — 
Such  was  the  song  he  sang,  and  such  was  he. 

THE  TWO  HEROES. 

One  met  a  sudden  swoTd-thrust,  and  was  slain ; 
Perpetual  pin-pricks  made  the  other's  pain. 
This  died  ;  that  lived  .to  bear  life's  worst  of  ills, 
The  sword  that  ever  wounds  but  never  kills. 


SNOWFLAKES. 

Out  of  the  blackness  of  the  winter  night 
Spring  the  sky's  snowdrops,  wonderfully  white, 
Showing  how  God,  from  blackest  guilt  and  woe, 
Can  draw  a  soul-flower  whiter  than  the  snow. 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  LOVE. 

One  process  makes  the  half-blown  rosebud  whole, 
And  half-blown  Love,  the  spring-flower  of  the  soul. 
A  sudden  sunshine  comes,  a  warm  wind  blows — 
And  lo !  the  glory  of  the  perfect  rose. 


OUR  POETS. 

In  toil  and  tears  life's  music  they  are  voicing, 

Earth's  slaves  or  sovereign — earth  discerns  not  which ; 

As  sorrowful,  yet  evenmore  rejoicing, 
As  poor,  yet  always  making  many  rich. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  DEATH. 

One  more  deep  wail  to  drown  our  songs  of  mirth, 
One  more  sweet  anthem  to  the  angels  given  ; 

The  shadow  of  a  new  grave  cast  on  earth, 
The  rising  of  a  new  star  hailed  in  heaven. 


PSYCHOLOGY. 

The  flowers  perceive  not  how  or  why  they  grow ; 

The  secret  of  the  soul  each  soul  has  missed. 
Ourselves  we  know  not  yet,  whate'er  we  know ; 

God  is  the  only  true  Psychologist. 
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THE  MUSIC  OF  LOVE. 

Life  is  as  music — in  all  harmony 

Close  to  the  major  lies  the  minor  key. 

How  often,  when  Hope's  keynote  trembles  there, 

The  corresponding  chord  is  named  Despair! 


LOVE  FOR  LOVE'S  SAKE. 

Still  knocking  at  the  door  that  still  is  barred? 
O  fate-crossed  lovers,  is  your  lot  so  hard, 
Love  for  pure  joy  in  love,  and  ask  no  more. 
Such  adoration  seeks  but  to  adore. 


A  MOUNTAIN  SPRING. 

To  symbolise  the  saints  I  deem  it  given, 
This  thing  of  lowliest  aim  and  loftiest  birth  ; 
Like  them  for  ever  sending  down  to  earth 

The  blessing  ever  drawn,  like  theirs,  from  heaven. 


THE  TEMPLE  OF  ART. 

Her  sons  rejoice  therein  with,  festal  psalms. 

Without,  in  pain  no  music  comes  to  lull, 
Abide  her  paupers,  vainly  asking  alms 

For  ever,  at  the  gate  called  Beautiful. 
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WILLING  CAPTIVES. 

There  are  who,  fostered  in  captivity, 

Their  bonds  for  amplest  freedom  scarce  would  change  : 
And  we,  who  mourn  when  death  would  set  us  free. 

May  to  the  angel's  eyes  seem  all  as  strange. 


GOD'S  MASTERPIECE. 

God  writes  His  epics  on  the  heavens  afar, 

Each  word  a  world,  each  syllable  a  star  ;  — 

Great  songs  and  sweet  :  yet  ne'er  on  these  He  smiled 

As  on  His  simplest  lyric,  called  a  child. 


LOVE   IN  MISFORTUNE. 

O  blest  recipient  of  a  boon  divine, 

What  canst  thou  lack  while  Love  abides  with  thee? 

Of  all  good  gifts  the  Almoner  is  he. 
What  makes  God's  wealth  mav  well  suffice  for  thine. 


TO  K-     — . 

Couldst  thou  the  heights  of  song  at  length  attain 
Through  any  negligence  of  lowlier  things, 

Would  not  God  hear  an   alien  minor  strain 
In  that  great  song  thy  guardian  angel  sings? 
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THE  CREED  OF  THE  OPTIMIST. 

No  cloud  of  earth  can  heaven's  great  light  destroy. 
Grief  comes,  but  with  it  evermore  comes  joy ; 
The  setting  of  the  sun  in  darkening  skies 
Is  but  the  signal  for  the  stars  to  rise. 


THE  BIRTH   OF  SONG. 

Though  pain  must  bring  to  birth  the  lyric  life, 
The  striving  soul  where  pang  on  pang  is  hurled 

For  very  joy  remembereth  not  the  strife 
When  a  new  song  is  born  into  the  world. 


IN  QUEST  OF  HAPPINESS. 

Wouldst  thou  be  happy,  cease  to  fret  and  chafe ; 

Ask  alms  no  more  of  pleasure,  power,  or  pelf. 
Joy  is  at  home,  and  most  serenely  safe, 

Housed  in  a  soul  sufficient  to  itself. 


IN  QUEST  OF  GOD 

How  near  thee  dwells  the  Power  thou  seek'st  afar ! 
All  hearts  that  love  his  chosen  temples  are. 
Little  I  know,  yet  this  know  certainly, 
That  wheresoever  Love  is,  there  is  He. 


V. -WAY-BLOSSOM. 

A  series  of  Poems  dedicated,  on  different  occasions, 
to  my  friend.  May    Wigley. 

"  Her  eyes  like  stars  of  twilight  fair, 
Like  twilight's,  too,  her  dusky  hair; 
But  all  things  else  about  her  drawn 
From  May-time  and  the  cheerful  dawn.' 
WORDSWORTH. 


A  SERENADE. 

A  bright-winged  butterfly 

Once  sought  a  flower, 
And  breathed  its  fragrant  sigh 

For  one  brief  hour. 
Then  in  a  sunnier  spot 

It  found  repose  ; 
The  butterfly  forgot, 

But  not  the  rose. 

A  bird  of  silver  song 

Once  sought  a  tree, 
Where,  all  the  summer  long, 

Its  nest  might  be. 
But  ere  the  winds  had  blown 

Through  leaves  grown  red, 
The  tree  was  left  alone — 

The  bird  had  fled. 

A  queen  most  fair  and  dear, 

Young  like  the   Spring, 
Paused  on  her  way  to  hear 

A  minstrel  sing. 
But  when  the  song  she  praised 

Was  hushed  and  gone, 
The  minstrel  stood  and  gazed — 

The  queen  passed  on. 
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Ah,  bird  with  golden  wings, 

"Bright  butterfly  '. 
You  find  what  Summer  brings- 

Free  air,  blue  sky. 
But  on  the  rose's  breast 

Cold  lies  the  dew, 
And  snow  is  in  the  nest 

Instead  of  you  ! 

You  are  the  gracious  queen, 

The  minstrel  I. 
Sad  is  the  song,  I  ween, 

Set  to  a  sigh — 
One  song,  tuned  endlessly 

To  one  regret : 
Will  she  remember  me  ? 

Will   she  forget? 


A  WELCOME  TO  MAY. 

Thou  soul  that  wast  silent, 
Why   sing'st   thou   to-day  ? — 

I  sing,  as  the  earth  does, 
A  welcome  to  May. 

What  scatters  thy  sorrows, 
As  sunbeams  the  snows? — 

They  go  with  her  coming, 
And  come  when  she  ROCS. 
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What  heralds  attend  her, 
What  gifts  will  she  bring  ?- 

The  rays  and  the  roses, 
The  sun  and  the  Spring. 

Give   proof   of   her   presence  !- 
The  witness  is  strong  : 

Trees  break  into  blossom, 
And  birds  into  song. 

Earth  quickens   beneath   her, 
Skies  brighten  above. 

Thus,  thus  may  ye  know  her, 
My  Lady,  my  Love  ! 


IF  MAY  WERE  HERE. 

"  If  May  were  here  !"  we  sigh  in  days  of  snow — 

"  May,  fairest  of  the  queens  that  rule  the  year ! 
The  birds  would  sing  and  all  the  blossoms  blow, 
If  May  were  here." 

So  I,  who  walk  through  fallen  leaves  and  sere, 

By  flowers  that  fade,  and  streams  of  frozen  flow, 
Yearn  fox  your  smile  that  could  revive  them,  Dear  ! 

Ah,  how  the  sunbeams  on  my  path  would  glow, 

How  would  the  clouds  that  hide  them  disappear, 
And  all  joy  come,  and  every  sorrow  go,* 
If  May  were  here  ! 


AT    PARTING.  6  I 

AT  PARTING. 

Into   my    life,    that    grew 

By  what  you  brought  thereto, 

You  came  as  sunbeams  do, 

Sudden  and  splendid. 
As  some  bright  bird  may  flit 
You  pass  away  from  it. 
One  little  hour  you  lit, 

And  all  was  ended. 


Love's  mystery  none  deny, 
And  if  you  ask  me  why, 
Or  whence,  this  tender  tie, 

I  never  knew,  Dear. 
I  only  know  you  bring 
The  sunshine  and  the  Spring, 
And  earth  to  these  must  cling, 

As  I  to  you,  Dear ! 


The  April  sun  begets 

A  world  of  violets, 

And  frees  the  streams,  and  sets 

The  whole  earth   ringing. 
So,  by  a  look,  a  word, 
This  wintry  heart  was  stirred, 
And  lightly  as  a  bird 

Broke  into  singing. 
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So  you  to  me  are  dear 
As  hope  can  be  to  fear, 
Or,  to  the  old  sad  year, 

The  golden  new   time ; 
As  song  is  to  the  lark, 
Or,   to  the  aim,  the  mark, 
As  dawning  to  the  dark, 

To    drought   the   dew-time. 

Light  of  a  lonely  sky, 
My  light  that  flashes  by, 
Past  reach  of  heart  and  eye, 

My  own,  my  one  beam  ! 
How  shall  I  lose  the  ray 
That  chased  all  clouds  away? 
Dark,  dark  will  be  the  day, 

Without  its  Sunbeam  ! 

Dark,  dark  the  brooding  haze 
That  hides  the  after-days ! 
Into   the   unknown  ways 

Your  feet  are  straying. 
Will  pain,  perchance,  and  fear 
Meet  you,   and   none  be   near 
To  whisper  in  your  ear 

That  I  am  praying? 

Yet  there  is  One  indeed, 

Your  every  cry  to  heed, 

And  in  your  every  need 

To  satisfy  you. 
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May  He  be  with  you  still, 
And  give  you  all  your  will, 
And  all  His  own  fulfil 
In  you  and  by  you ! 

So'  may  my  hope  lake  breath. 

Lo've  all  things  conquereth  ; 

No-r  time,   nor  change,  nor  death 

True  hearts  can  sunder. 
The  longest  night  is  fleet ; 
The  sunrise  will  be   sweet, 
Somewhere  we  yet  shall  meet — 

Ah,   when,    1    wonder  ? 


VI. -VOX    POFUL1. 

A  series  of  Poems  dealing  with  National  Events 
or  Emotions. 

"  \Vhen  wilt  thou  save  the  people  ? 

O  God  of  mercy,  when? 
Not  kings  and  lords,  but  nations ! 
Not  thrones  and  crowns,  but  men  !  " 

— EBENEZER  ELLIOTT. 


Ipopuli. 


THE  NEW  CRY  OF  THE  CHILDREN.* 

I.— ABROAD. 
"Do  you   hear  the   children   weeping,    O   my   brothers?" 

So  one  questioned,  long  ago>, 
When  the  little  ones  were  torn  from  homes  and  mothers 

To  their  doom  of  work  and  woe; 
When  the  flowers  God  made  for  infancy's  adorning 

Lay  blackening  in  the  mine  and  in  the  mud, 
And  the  dew  of  youth  was  dried  at  early  morning, 

And  the  tender  plants  were  blighted  in  the  bud  ; 
When,  to  the  weary  hearts  of  tiny  toilers, 

Sleep  of  all  good  gifts  seemed  best, 

Save  the  kindly  grave,  which  hid  them  from  the  spoilers 
In  a  longer,  deeper  rest. 

And  now  again  the  children  weep,  my  brothers, 

Not  alone  in  streets  of  ours, 
Where,  in  city  slums,  they  moan  before  their  mothers, 

Far  from  God's  sweet  world  of  flowers. 
Not  alone  where  northern  stars  their  watch  are  keeping, 

But  in  that  far  land  which  seems  a  desert  now, 
They  are  weeping,  O  my  brothers,  they  are  weeping ! 
Death  comes  to  them,  they  know  not  why  or  how. 

*  Written   during  the  appalling  season  of  national  infanticide 
associated  with  the  Concentration  Camps  in  South  Africa. 
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No  sword  is  theirs  to  wield,  that  we  should  dread  it, 

No  gold  for  us  to  seize. 
What  proiits  us  their  blood,  that  thus  we  shed  it  ? 

What  have  we  to  do  with  these  ? 

One  night  my  soul  went  forth  from  me  to  see  them, 

Where  they  watched,  with  panting  breath. 
For  the  coming  of  the  Presence  that  would  free  them. 

For  the   Angel   men    call    Death. 
Parched  with  the  fiery  fever,  worn  and  wasted, 

From  the  sunshine  of  their  peaceful  homes  withdrawn, 
They  dropped  the  cup  with  all  its  sweets  untastecl, 

They  saw  the  sunset  in  the  hour  of  dawn. 
And  evermore  a  sound  of  lamentation 

From  the  little  lips  outburst ; 
And  I  saw  and  heard,  and  trembled  for  the  nation 

That  a  mother's  heart  had  cursed. 

Alas,  my  England  !  land  of  hosts  victorious, 

Mistress  of  all  the  seas, 
Whose  fame  of  old  was  fair,  whose  name  was  glorious, 

Is  thy  quarrel,  then,  with  these? 
War  if  thou  wilt  with  foes  who  can  requite  thee  ; 

Make,  if  thou  wilt,  their  land  a  wilderness ; 
Fight  still  with  those  who  never  feared  to  fight  thee-, 

Nor  mourn  their  fall,  nor  weep  for  their  distress, 
But  a  child's  death,  a  helpless  babe's  disaster — 

O  chief  of  tyrannies ! 
'•  Take  heed  that  ye  despise  not,''  said  the  Master, 

"  Even  the  least  of  these." 
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Let  our  captives  on  their  lonely  island  languish ; 

Let  no  tear  of  pity  fall 
For  the  exile  in  his  last  despairing  anguish — 

rle  is  strong  to  bear  it  all. 
But  the  tender  little  ones,  the  young,  fair  children, 

Who  perish  with  a  look  that  wonders  why — 
Ah,  Empire-builders  !  see  the  clay  ye  build  in, 

Dug  from  the  graves  where  these  your  martyrs  lie  ! 
So  a  cry  ascends,  to  find  an  ear  unsleeping, 

From  the  land  their  blood  makes  red. 
The  cry  of  Rachel  for  her  children  weeping, 
With  a  heart  uncomforted. 

Who<  now  shall  sing  of  England's  noble  story, 

Who1  shall  praise  her  high  renown, 
When  the  children  dread  to  hear  her  name  of  glory, 

And  the  angels  laugh  it  down? 
Ah,  ye  who1  rule  her  !  bid  your  hosts  assemble. 

Open  all  ports,  all  markets,  to  your  trade ; 
Gather  your  wealth  at  will — yet  fear  and  tremble, 

My  brothers,  and  be  very  sore  afraid  ! 
For  always,  from,  the  homes  your  breath  is  blighting, 

Comes  the  curse  that  yet  must  fall, 
And  a  child's  hand,  while  ye  sit  and  feast,  is  writing. 

Slowly  writing  on  the  wall. 

II.— AT  HOME 

What  shall  be  said  of  the«,  O  hapless  nation, 

Who  tak'st  thy  queenly  course  with  lofty  tread, 
While  round  thy  throne,  in  daily  desolation, 
Thv  children  moan  unfed? 
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Great  London  passes  by,  nor  stops  to  pity, 

Their  wordless  woe  ;   no  tears  her  vision  blur : 
But  He  who  wept  of  old  above  a  city 
Weeps  evermore  for  her ! 

For  Mammon's  curse  is  hers,  and  will  not  leave  her. 

Her  little  ones  are  still  his  chosen  spoil. 
Hour  after  hour,  in  dens  whose  breath  is  fever, 

Under  his  lash  they  toil. 
The  natural  joy  of  day  their  mom  is  missing, 

Shut  out  from  God's  free  gifts  of  air  and  light, 
Till  e'en  their  mothers  have  no  heart  for  kissing 
The  cheeks  so  worn  and  white. 

O,  childish  hands,  with  manhood's  work  grown  weary, 

Frail  forms  dragged  on  by  little  faltering  feet, 
Bare  to  the  frost,  in  pathways  hard  and  dreary, 

Where   harder  hearts  ye  meet ! 
What  wonder  if  ye  madden,  O  what  wonder, 
Or  die,  ere  yet  ye  know  what  life  may  be, 
While,  high  in  heaven,  rolls  on  the  gathering  thunder 
Of  outraged  Deity? 

So  the  old  plaint  is  heard,  the  old  sad  story 

Of  guiltless  blood,  still   found   on   England's   hands ; 
And  ever,  at  her  feasts  of  mirth  and  glory, 

The  dark  Avenger  stands. 
Builders  of  wrath  and  woe,  and  doom  eternal ! 

Behold,  He  comes  who  sees  and  judges  all — 
The  fading  of  the  blossoms  white  and  vernal. 
The  wounded  sparrow's  fall. 
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Ah,  point  Him  to  your  minsters  fair  and  splendid. 

Your  kneeling  throngs,  your  palms  before  Him  spread  ! 
Yet  will  the  Shepherd  seek  His  flock  untended, 

His  lambs  that  roam  unfed. 
And  in  all  graves  where  now  they  sink  uncherished 

The  inexorable  doom  your  eyes  shall  see  : 
"  In  that  yei  did  it  not  to  these  who  perished, 
Ye  did  it  not  to  Me." 


A  SHADOW  ON  WESTMINSTER. 

[The  "shadow"  fell  in  1893,  when  Mr.  Gladstone  finally  resigned 
his  place  in  Parliament  and  his  leadership  of  the  Liberal  Party — 
an  event  which  these  lines  were  written  to  commemorate.] 

Resigned !  The  word  is  flashed  from  lip  to>  lip, 

Uttered  in  all  regret,  and  yet  with  pride — 
Pride  in  the.  crowning  flower  of  statesmanship, 

Who  in  life's  winter  has  its  frosts  defied. 

In  every  war  he  took  the  nobler  side, 
A  nation's  hope,  a  monarch  of  mankind. 

But  longer  warfare  is  to  him  denied. 
That  sunlike1  soul  the  midnight  of  the  blind 
Threatens — and  so  to-day  the  word  goes  forth,  ''Resigned  !" 

With  all  his  might  this  soldier  soul  has  striven 
For  Truth  and  Love,  and  still  has  fought  for  those 

Whose  cause  lay  nearest  to  the  heart  of  Heaven — 
Toil  was  the  seed ;  the  harvest  is  repose. 
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The  veteran  warrior  with  his  country's  foes 
Would  wrestle  still,  obeying  her  behest ; 

But  now  from  those  clear  eyes  the  daylight  goes. 
Slowly  his  sun  steals  onward  to  the  west, 
And  darkness  softly  says,  "  This  is  the  hour  of  rest." 

Not  as  a  minstrel  who  upon  his  lyre 

Bows  his  grey  head,  and  from  the  silver  strings 

Draws  sighs  for  sounds,  and  tears  for  heavenly  fire  ; 
Not  as  a  swan  who  on  her  music's  wings 
Flies  deathward,  and  her  own  rich  requiem  sings — 

Not  thus  he  falls,  this  mainstay  of  our  land  ! 
But  as  the  hero,  when  the  war-cry  rings 

Around  him,  and  he  fights,  with  death-chilled  hand, 

For  Freedom's  sacred  cause,  at  Honour's  clear  command. 

Still  weaving  out  his  last  and  mightiest  plan* ; 

Still  greatly  faithful  to  a  cause  as  great, 
How  grandly  lives  and  speaks  this  Grand  Old  Man ! 

How  brightly  sets  this  Pole  Star  of  the  State  ! 

A  little  longer  here  his  soul  may  wait, 
But  soon — too  soon  for  us — shall  enter  in 

At  an  eternal- Eden's  glistening  gate, 
And  there  by  death  the  crown  of  life  shall  win, 

When  earth's  long  toil  shall  end,  and  heaven's  sweet  rest 
begin. 

Wherefore  we  mourn  him  not,  our  chief  and  king ! 

That  iron  will  no  power  of  time  can  bend  ; 
That  trumpet  tongue  with  golden  words  shall  ring 

Till  hushed  in  silence  where  all  speech  must  end. 

*  Home   Rule  for   Ireland. 
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Loved  of  the  people,  and  the  people's  friend, 
A  life-time's  labour  was  his  gift  to  them  ; 

And  now,  when  death  must  soon  on  life  attend, 
Their  blessing  is  fiis  crown's  most  glorious  gem, 
The  love  of  many  lands  his  dearest  diadem. 

How  have  we  lost  him,  then  ? — in  such  wise  only 

As  the  flowers  lose  the  blessed  dew  they  nursed, 
Or  as  the  hills  the  clouds  that  leave  them  lonely, 

Scattered  before  the  shattering  thunder-burst. 

Earthward  they  fly  :  yet  is  their  flight  reversed 
When  the  sun,  thirsting,  drinks  them  up  again. 

Wait  but  a  few  short  hours — and  lo1 !  as  erst. 
With  healing  for  all  drought  of  hill  and  plain, 
Streams  down,  on  flower  and  tree,  the  blessing  of  the  rain  ! 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  MIGHTIEST. 

[Written  during  the  last  illness  of  Mr.  Gladstone.] 

I. 
Close  to  the  opening  gates  of  Paradise 

He  lies,  in  all  the  peace  that  God  can  give, 
Near  the  dim  limit  of  the  life  that  dies, 

On  the  vast  verge  of  that  the  immortals  live. 
To  his  late  rest  the  mighty  worker  goes ; 

Tenderly  is  the  wonted   task  withdrawn. 
Heaven  opens  to  him  softly  as  a  rose, 

And  grows  upon  him  gently,  like  the  dawn. 
All  strife  is  hushed  for  him,  all  pain  is  past  ; 

He  hears  no  more  the  clamour  of  the  mart. 


THE    LAST    OF    THE    MIGHTIEST.  73 

The  strong,  tempestuous  sea  is  still  at  la.sc, 
Calm  as  the  beating  of  an  infant's  heart. 
Thus  God  fulfils  His  word  in  all  men's  sight ; 
Thus,  at  the  eventide,  He  gives  the  light. 

II. 
Thou  of  the  clarion  tongue  and  laurelled  brow. 

Hero  whose  life  was  one  long  victory  : 

Strong  Champion  of  the  cause  of  Liberty. 
Lost  Leader    of  the  land  none  leads  as  thou  '.— 
By  feebler  rulers  ruled  she  knows  not  how. 

And   led   she   knows   not   whither — verily. 

Thy  country  never  had  such  need  of  thee, 
Never  so  loved  and  clung  to  thee,  as  now  ! 
None  else  can  be  to  England  what  thou  art, 

But  now  thy  will  no  more  shall  rule  her  fate  : 
For  though  the  light  shines  noon-like  in  thy  heart, 

The  sun.  for  thee,  is  at  its  western  gate. 
Death  gently  leads  thee  to  a  place  apart. 

Leaving   our   house   unto   us  .  desolate. 

III. 
What  work  demands  thee,  that  thou  canst  not  stay, 

What  weighty  task,  for  feebler  hands  too  great? 

Hark  !  how  the  angels  call  and  will  not  wait. 
And  bid  Love  speed  thee  when  it  would  delay  ! 
Do  the  eternal  empires  seek  thy  sway. 

Must  thou  for  mightier  peoples  legislate. 

Frame  the  high  laws  of  some  celestial   State, 
Guide  some  young  world  along  its  God-ward  way  ? 
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This  world  shall  never  lose  thee,  even  so  : 

Dead  days  survive   in  Memory's  lingering   light. 

Suns  that  have  set  have  yet  an  afterglow  ; 
And  always,  in  all  victories  of  the  right, 

Where'er  Truth  grows,  and  Freedom  has  her  wilL 

And  Justice  triumphs,  earth  shall  have  thee  still. 


A  DREAM  OF  ENGLAND. 

[Written  just  before  the  outbreak  of  the  South  African  War.] 

I. 

I  dreamt  a  dream  of  England  yesternight. 
Among  the  hounds  of  War  I  saw  her  stand. 
The  tameless  hounds  she  loosed  with  reckless  hand 

And  over  all  the  Empire  of  her  might 

Crept  a  chill  mist  that  quenched  its  lingering  light. 
A  cloud  lay  like  a  curse  upon  the  land, 
While  like  one  bound,  and  careless  of  the  band, 

She  watched  the'  storm  come  on  with  fire  and  blight. 

Around  her  gleamed  the     lightnings  of  the  Lord, 
And  over  her  His  wrath's  suspended  sword  : 

She  felt  the  earth  beneath  her  shake  and  stir, 
Yet  heeded  not,  while  ever  through  the  gloom 
Came  a  slow  thunder,  like  the  voice  of  doom, 

And  all  the  powers  of  night  encompassed  her. 
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II. 

Thou  who  didst  -reign  an  empress  of  thy  kind. 

How  hast  thou  shamed  at  length  thy  lofty  lot '. 

How  are  the  former  things  at  length  forpot. 
And  cast  away,  and  no  more  called  to  mind  ! 
For  those  brief  bays  which  droop  at  every  wind 

Thou  hast  foregone  the  wreath  which  fadeth  not. 

To  what,  then,  shall  we  liken  thee,  with  what 
Compare  thee,  O  thou  blindest  of  the  blind  ? 

Well  is  thy  picture  drawn  where  one*  looks  down, 
Drawing  from  miry  clay  a  tinsel  crown, 

While  the  truei  crown  which  sparkles  as  a  star 
Hangs  just  above  the  eyes  grown  dull  and  dim. 
His  loss  is  thine,  for  thou  hast  judged,  like  him. 

The  things  which  seem  above  the  things  which  are. 


A   DREAM  OF  PEACE. 

[Suggested  by  the  famous   Peace   Rescript  of  the  Czar.] 
Loftiest  vision  of  saints  and  of  sages, 

Hope  that  our  fears  never  yet  would  allow, 
Goal  of  the  wayfaring  heart  of  the  ages. 

Dare  we  to  dream  that  we  look  on  thee  now  ? 
Is  it  the  light  which  at  last  comes  to  find  us, 

Though  the  stern  shadows  her  advent  delay  ? 
Are  the  long  aisles  of  the  night  left  behind  us  ? 

Stand  we,  indeed,  at  the  gates  of  the  day  ? 

*  "The   Man   with   the   Muck-Rake." 
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Only  the  glimpse  of  a  golden  forewarning, 

Seen  down  the  gloom  which  it  thrills  with  a  gleam  ! 
Only  a  breath  from  the  land  of  the  morning, 

Warm  with  its  prophecy — only  a  Dream  ! 
Yet  the   earth  pauses  awhile   in   her  weeping, 

Knowing  the  dawn  will  give  birth  to  the  noon. 
In  the  first  snowdrop  the  summer  is  sleeping  ; 

May  is  for  ever  the  herald  of  June. 

So,  where  the  frost  of  the  Winter  lay  hoary, 

Steals  the  shy  Spring  with  her  daisies  impearled  ; 
So  the  long  darkness  grows  up  into*  glory  ; 

So  comes  the  crown  of  the  hope  of  the  world. 
They  who   have  languished  in   bonds  and   affliction 

Feel  for  a  moment  the  bliss  of  the  free. 
Over  all  life  spreads  a  bright  benediction, 

Symbol  and  seal  of  the  blessing  to  be. 

Hence  this  wild  throb  which  the  world-heart  convulses, 

Thrilling  its  deeps  with  the  breath  of  a  chance', 
Sending   swift   joy  through   its  passionate   pulses, 

Kliss  indefinable,   sudden  as   strange. 
Crowning  the  labour  of  long  generations 

Come   the    rich    seasons    of   bounteous    repose. 
Mingling  in  music  the  dissonant  nations. 

Making  the  wilderness  bloom  as  the  roso. 

Is  it  a  Dream  ?     Let  us  hold  it  for  ever ! 

Mighty  with  Truth's  irresistible  strength, 
Winged  with  the  energy  born  of  endeavour. 

Shall  we  not  reach  the  great  Vision  at  length? 
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Ever  the  dream-light  grows  clearer  and  finer  ; 

Ever  the  stars  draw  us  up  from  the  sod — 
Up  to  the  height  of  a  glory  diviner, 

Even  the  infinite  glory  of  God. 

On!  with  His  truth  for  our  shield  and  defender. 

On!  till  the  clash  of  the  conflict  shall  cease. 
Out  of  the  gloom  grows  the  ultimate  splendour  ; 
Out  of  the  strife  comes  the  absolute  peace. 
Then,  at  the  summit  and  crown  of  creation, 

Love's  sweet  persuasion  shall  banish  the  sword's, 
And  the  soul  rise  to  its  high  consummation, 

And  the  earth's  kingdoms  be  one  with  the  Lord's. 


THE  NEW  CRUSADE. 

[Written  during  the  progress  of  the  International  Crusade  of 
Peace,  inaugurated  hv  \lr.  VV.  T.  Stead-] 

As  if  some  maiden,  dead  for  centuries  past, 

Drawn  from  the  chilly  couch  whereon  she  lay, 
And  slowly  gathering  life,   should  rise  at   last 

Warm  with  the  breathing  beauty  of  to-day  ; 
As  if  some  planet  lost  for  many  an  age, 

Kindling  once   more   its  long-forgotten   gleam. 
Should  take  through  heaven  its  shining  pilgrimage 

To  its  old  place; — so  dawns  on  us  this  Dream. 

For  now  the  dead  Past  springs  resuscitate 
To  enrich  the  Present  with  its  buried  gold. 

We  raise  the  early  issues  in  the  late, 
And  in  the  new  Crusade  revive  the  old. 
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We  too,  though  armed  but  with  the  Spirit's  sword, 
Go  to  redeem  our  sacred  things  from  loss  ; 

We  too  may  fight  the  battle  of  the  Lord, 

And  swell  the  mustering  legions  of  the  Cross. 

The  great  thought  thrills  us,  as  a  lyre  is  stirred 

By  the  strong  music  of  a  master-mind, 
And  nre  from  heaven  is  seen,  and  there  is  heard 

A  sound  as  of  a  rushing  mighty  wind ; 
A  sound  that  shall  go  out  to  all  the  world, 

Echoing  for  ever,  ever  to  increase1, 
Till  War's  red  banner  shall  at  length  be  furled, 

Leaving  alone  the  silver  flag  of  Peace. 

So  shall  the  earth  shake  off  her  ancient  chain, 

And  feed  the  hunger  of  her  heart  sufficed, 
For  Love  wakes  now,  and  Hope  is  born  again, 

And  a  new  star  is  in  the  crown  of  Christ. 
He  comes  once  more,  as  at  His  wondrous  birth — 

Comes  with  a  song  of  angels,  now  as  then. 
"  Glory  to  God  in  heaven,  and  peace  on  earth  !" 

Let  all  the  listening  nations  cry,  ''  Amen  !" 


A  CRY  FROM  MACEDONIA. 

Their  cry  goes  up  to  heaven  continually, 
Falling  on  ears  that  hear  but  will  not  heed. 
That  cry  of  captives  yearning  to*  be  freed 

Hear  thou  at  least,  dear  land  of  liberty  ! 
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Shake  off  thy  sloth ;   lift  up  thine  eyes  and  see  ; 
The  lambs  lie  helpless  where  the  vultures  feed. 
And  wild  woes  knock  in  urgency  of  need, 

Insistent,   at  the   impervious   heart   of   thee. 

Ah,  wake  !     Time  judgeth  all  and  favoureth  none. 

Just  are  the  everlasting  scales  of  doom  ; 

And  yonder,  where  the  gathering  shadows  loom 
O'er  the  high  noon  of  thine  imperial  sun, 

The  Nemesis  of  nations,  through  the  gloom, 
Points  to  the  graves  of  Rome  and  Babylon. 


THE  TWENTY-EIGHTH  OF  MAY. 

[Written  in  commemoration  of  the  burial  of  William  Ewart 
Gladstone.  May  28th,  1898.] 

A  nation's  wound  is  ever  slow  to  heal, 

And  ours  was  deep,  and  seeks  a  balm  in  vain. 

Freshly  to-day  the  bitter  blow  we  feel, 

The  blow  whereby  a  people's  hope  was  slain, 
The  ear  that  heard  him  shall  not  hear  again ; 

But  though  remembrance  can  but  mean  regret, 
Though  on  his  throne  another  now  must  reign, 

Not  yet  can  we  forget  him,  O  not  yet ! 

Our  England's  self,  perchance,  we  shall  as  soon  forget. 

Never  again,  O  soul  most  strong  and  high, 

In  haunts  of  men  shalt  thou  be  seen  or  heard  ! 

Nq>  wrong  fears  now  the  lightning  of  thine  eye, 
No  tyrant  quails  before  thy  thundered  word. 
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Xor  shall  thy  silence  any  more  be  stirred 
By  cries  of  captives  hungering  for  release. 

The  labourer  finds  the  rest  so  long  deferred — 
Rest  where  all  labours  end,  all  angers  cease, 
And  all  the  noise  of  war,  in  one  still  shrine  of  peace. 

Where  shall  we  find  such  power,  such  truth  and  worth, 

Linked   with   such   universal    sympathies  ? 
With  us  may  mourn  the1  kingdoms  of  the  earth, 

Hand  clasping  hand  across  the  sundering  seas. 

Greece  dropped  that  tear  :   that  sigh  was  Italy's  ; 
Sad  Erin's  wail  is  by  its  anguish  known. 

Remoter  seem   her  longed-for   liberties, 
And  deeper  has  the  brooding  shadow  grown 
Where,  in  a  place  of  graves,  Armenia  weeps  alone. 

Yet  would  we  not  lament  him  over-much, 

Nor  grudge  to  such  long  labour  such  repose. 
Fair  shows  his  life  beneath  death's  crowning  touch ; 

Ever  its  grace  expanded  like  a  rose, 

Ever  grew  whitely  as  the  lily  grows. 
Kissed  by  pure  rays  that  from  the  heaven-light  start, 

But,   threatened  long  by   earth's  destroying  snows, 
Faded  at  last,  fell  leaf  by  leaf  apart. 
And  in  its  fragrant  death  showed  all  its  golden  heart. 

What  was  the  secret  of  that  soul  so  high, 

That  mind  so  great,  that  heart  so  strong  and  pure  ? 

This  tower  had  windows  open  to  the  sky, 
And  rose  from  a  Foundation  tried  and  sure. 
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So  shall  its  praise  eternally  endure- - 
The  praise  of  one  who  through  all  storm  and  shock 

Fearless   and   blameless   stood,   and   still   secure, 
As  lights  that  seem  the  tempest's  wrath  to  mock, 
Fixed  on  a  height  unscathed,  an  unremoving  Rock. 

Now  let  us  all  with  one  accord  arise 

To  fight  for  every  cause  his  heart  held  dear. 
He  lives  again  in  each  high  enterprise  ; 

His  spirit  guides  us;   what  have  we  to  fear? 

Why  should  we  shed  for  him  one  fruitless  tear? 
Is  he  not  ever  with  us  in  the  light, — 

With  us,  as  erst,  to  counsel  and  to  cheer, — 
With  us,  to  show  through  clouds  the  dawning  light? 
To*  arms,  to>  arms  again,  and  God  defend  the  right ! 


THE  STAR  IN  THE  EAST. 

[Suggested  by  the  dawn  of  freedom  in  Russia.) 
Flares  through  a  cloud  of  fire  the  Star  of  Morn, 

Looming  blood-red  behind  a  mist  of  tears 

Shed  through  the  lampless  night  of  countless  years, 
When  in  a  land  of  graves  Hope  stood  forlorn, 
And  Justice,  fettered  fast  by  laws  outworn, 

Poured  out  her  plaint  to  unawakened  ears. 

Yet  now  she  speaks,  and  lo !  the  whole  world  hears, 
And  the  night  passes,  and  the  day  is  born. 
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Albeit  her  star  has  risen  in  storm  and  blood, 
It  rises  still,  and  nevermore  shall  wane, 

And,  prescient  of  the  flower  beyond  the  bud, 
Freedom  scarce  weeps  to  see  her  heroes  slain, 

For  on  their  graves  shines  down,  through  fire  and  flood, 
The  broadening  light  that  none  shall  quench  again. 


VII. -MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS: 

IN  VARIOUS  FORAS. 

"What  form  is  best  for  poems?    Let  me  think 
Of  form  less,  and  the  external." 

— E.  B.  BROWNING. 


flIMscellaneoue  poems: 


IN  VARIOUS  FORMS. 


AT  HEAVEN'S  GATE. 

[Suggested  by  Rossetti's  "Blessed  Damosel."] 
I  read  the  lay  of  that  fair  bride 

To  whom  the  heaven-light  seemed 
Less  bright  than  one  far  point  of  earth, 

Where  the  earthly  love-light  gleamed  ; 
And  as  I  mused  on  what  I  read 

I  fell  asleep  and  dreamed. 

And  in  my  dream  I  stood  apart, 

As  she  had  stood  of  old, 
Close  to  the  utmost  verge  of  heaven, 

Close  to  the  gates  of  gold ; 
And  watched  the  entrance  of  the  saints, 

Robed,  winged,   and   aureoled. 

And  as  I  gazed  two  lovers  came. 
Whose  love,  in  life  begun, 

Was  crowned  and  perfected  by  death, 
As  sunset  crowns  the  sun  ; 

Two  lovers,  linked  through  wedded  years- 
Two,  yet  they  seemed  as  one. 
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They  knew  Love's  secret  source,  where  meet 

The  upper  springs   and  nether. 
They  smiled  into  each  other's  eyes, 

And  still  they  talked  together, 
With  soft,  hushed  words  that  rose  like  birds 

Singing  in  cloudless  weather. 


Then,  all  at  once,  one  pressed  between 
To   the  Throne    beyond   the    twain, 

A  Lily-Maid,  with  eyes  of  love 
And  lips  of  patient  pain ; 

And  all  earth's  woe  was  on  the  brow 
Which  heaven  had  crowned  in  vain. 


"  Ah,  Lord  !"  she  said.     "Ah,  Lord  !"  she  wept, 

To  a  bright  One  standing  near. 
"  Has  heaven  itself  no  joy  for  me, 

Or  none  on  earth  held  dear? 
For  ever  must  I  lose  my  love — 

For  ever,  there  and  here? 


"  Let  him  be  mine — not  hers,  not  hers  ! 

She  had  her  love's  reward  : 
The  bridal  bliss,  the  wedding-wine 

Freely  as  Cana's  poured. 
She  had  her  portion — what  was  mine  ? 

Look  to  it,  righteous  Lord  ! 
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"  Have  I  not  loved  ?  bear  witness,  Thou  ! 

In  hours  of  storm  and  sheen, 
By  day  and  night,  through  life  and  death, 

With  heart  and  soul,  I  ween ! 
And  evet  in  pain,  ever  in  vain — 

Thou  knowest,  Thou  has  seen ! 


"Ah,  by  the  cross  he  brought  to  me 
Who  brought  to  her  a  crown ; 

By  that  unquenched,  unresting  pain 
No  depth  of  sleep  could  drown; 

The  sighs  that  rose  like  bitter  winds, 
The  tears  still  raining  down ; 


"  And  by  the  bleakness  of  the  day 

That  had  for  me  no  light, 
And  by  the  weeping  that  endured 

Through  all  the  deep,  drear  night — 
Dear  Lord,  have  I  not  proved  my  claim, 

Have  I  not  earned  my  right  ?" 


Clear,  clear  the  answer  came  and  sweet : 

"  Let  Love  itself  fulfil ! 
Yet  look  upon  them  ere  they  part ; 

Then  part  them  at  thy  will. 
So  shalt  thou  surely  have  thy  wish — 

If  thou  canst  wish  it  still.'' 
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Mute  were  her  thanks  ;  she  rose  as  one 

Who  finds  a  joy  untold. 
And  from  the  shining  Throne  she  turned, 

And  the  angels  aureoled, 
To  where  those  twain  were  standing  yet, 

Close  to  the  gates  of  gold. 


For  fast  they  clung  together  still, 

Faster  than  oak  and  vine. 
Fast  as  the  heart  to  some  dear  hope 

It  cannot  yet  resign  ; 
And  strangely  showed  the  human  grief 

On  faces  grown  divine. 


''  Rememberest  thou,"  she  heard  him  say, 
"  How,  'mid  the  festal  throng, 

We  vowed  the  vow,  '  Till  Death  us  part, 
And  sang  the  nuptial  song, 

And  smiled  to  think  that  even  death 
Could  part  us  not  for  long  ? 


"  Yet  must  I  leave  thee  and  forget. 

Thus,  thus  God  does  His  will !" 
But  there  he  ceased — the  golden  air 

Shook  with  a  suddtjn  thrill, 
And  she,  the  Unloved,  before  them  stood, 

Serene,  and  strong,  and  still. 
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I  turned  and  saw  her — then  I  knew 
The  lovers'  grief  was  done. 

Her  slow,  sweet  smile,  embracing  each, 
Had  power  they  could  not  shun, 

And  in  her  eyes  the  light  of  tears 
Rose  like  an  April  sun. 


And  softly,  softly  came  her  speech, 

Sweet  with  all  tenderness. 
Each   tone   a   benediction  breathed, 

Each  word  seemed  a  caress ; 
And  unto  both  she  stretched  her  hands — 

White  hands  upraised  to  bless. 


"  Have  I  so  little  loved  thee,  then, 

That  now  I  should  not  aid, 
That  7  should  make  thy  heaven  less  bright 

By  any  sorrow's  shade — 
I  who*  have  prayed  fo-r  thee  on  earth 

A  whole  life  long  ?"  she  said. 


Then,  with  a  step  that  lightly  fell 

And  silverly  as  dew, 
She  came  and  joined  the  lovers'  hands, 

Uniting  them  anew  ; 
And  meekly  then  and  silently 

Her  gradual  gaxe  withdrew. 
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And  hope  flashed  up  within  their  eyes, 
Star-like  through  clouding  fears. 

They  praised,  they  blessed  her,  but  their  words 
Fell  on  oblivious  ears  ; 

And  through  the  angels'  songs  I  heard 
A  sound  of  falling  tears. 

Her  joy  had  come  to  her  at  last, — 

Such  joy  as  God  may  know, 
When,  clear  through  all  the  coil  of  Time, 

He  sees  the  Eternal  grow. 
Yet  through  it  gleamed,  or  so*  I  dreamed, 

A  high,  celestial  woe. 

Long,  long  I  watched  her  there — she  seemed 
A  martyr,  crowned  though  slain, 

With  eyes  that  triumphed  while  they  wept, 
With  lips  that  smiled  at  pain. 

Then  the  Lord  called  her,  and  she  passed  ; 
I  saw  her  not  again. 


TH'   END  OF  AN  OWD  WEYVER: 

A  LANCASHIRE  LYRIC. 
Aw've  wovven  mi  last,  then,  on  t'  loom  o'  this  life  ! 

Id's  a  crazy  owd  loom,  an'  mi  werps  ha'  bin  bad, 
An'  awm  weary,  reight  weary,  o'  t'  struggle  an'  strife, 

But  id's  time  to  knock  off,  an'  awm  sure  awst  be  glad. 
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Id's  t'  Maister  ut's  fetchin'  me  up, — a\v  corn'd  deawt  it, 
An'  trier's  mony  a  "  float "  f  eaund  i'  t'  piece  o'  mi  past, 

But  He's  warked  here  Hissel',  an'  He  knows  o'  abeawt  id — 
He'll  noan  be  too1  herd  on  th'  owd  weyver  at  last ! 

Eh,  t'  weyvin's  bad  neaw,  lad  !  id's  worse  ner  befoor, 

Or  id's  me  ut's  past  wark — doesta  think  so,  owd  mate? 
This  loom's  wantin'  t'  tackier — id  wain't  run  no  moar, 

But  id's  t'  tackier  co'd  Death  ut  mun  set  it  agate. 
Mi  werps  ha'  bin  sprinkled  wi'  t'  tears  o'  mi  sorrow, 

An'  aw've  waited  for  weft  ut  might  cross  it  wi  joy. 
But  awst  ne'er  wait  agean — avvst  ha'  plenty  to-morrow, 

For  t'  weyvers,  up  yonder,  are  sure  of  employ. 

Id's  bin  a  long  day,  an'  awm  fain  ut  id's  o'er. 

Why  dorn'd  they  torn  leets  on  when  t'  place  gets  so  dim  ? 
Aw  reckon  aw  corn'd  see  to  weyve  ony  moar, 

But  sitha — theer's  t'  Maister !  awm  goin'  to  Him. 
Aw'm  sure  He'll  speyk  kind — awst  be  noan  fley'd  to  go ; 

He  knows  id's  bad  weyvin'  when  t'  loom  is  ne'er  reet. 
But  th'  engine  seems  stoppin',  so  aw'll  stop  an'  o'. 

Mi  day's  wark  is  o'er — aw  con  play  me  to-neet. 


"ART  15  LONG." 

"  Stroke  upon  stroke,  line  upon  line,"  he  said — 
The  patient  sculptor  labouring  to  express, 

Clear  from  all  clouds  which  hid  the  light  it  shed, 
A  dream  of  legendary  loveliness. 
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And  when  at  length  the  Goddess  of  his  thought 

Reared  from  the  conquered  stone  her  beauteous  head, 

One  asked  him  how  so  fair  a  thing  was  wrought — 
"  Stroke  upon  stroke,  line  upon  line."  he  said. 

Inch  after  inch,  step  after  step — they  say 

No  other,  easier  way  was  ever  found 
To  that  far  country  which  the  Immortals  sway, 

Their  hearts  at  ease,  their  heads  with  amaranth 
cro\vned. 

Ask  of  the  highest  how  they  gained  their  height : 
From  those  bright  peaks  which  dominate1  the  day, 

And  hear  the  stars  sing  round  them  all  the  night, 
"  Inch  after  inch,  step  after  step,"  they  say. 

Thorn  upon  thorn,  scar  upon  scar — by  these, 

And  these  alone,  the  Art  of  Life  is  learned. 
Mastered  with  toil,  by  painful,  dim  degrees, 

A  light  in  clouds,  a  palm  by  martyrs  earned. 
Mark  the  one  Life  found  perfect  in  its  ways, 

Peerless  and  faultless  found  from  birth  till  death — 
What  wove  its  crown  of  everlasting  praise  ? 

''  Thorn  upon  thorn,  scar  upon  scar,''  He  saith- 


THE  PERFECT  STATE. 

Who  shall  build  the  perfect  State? 

Triple  Powers,  allied  above. 
Golden  are  their  names  and  great — 

Justice,  Liberty,  and  Love. 
These,  co-working  equally, 
Build  the  State  that  is  to  be. 
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There  no  waste  is  left  untilled  ; 

There  no  lamb  can  roam  unfed. 
Labour's  hope  is  there  fulfilled  : 

Daily  work  brings  daily  bread. 
Want  and  wrong  together  flee 
From  the  State  that  is  to  be. 


There  the  blood-red  blaze  of  Mars 
Fades  with  all  that  loves  the  night. 

Peace,  secure  from  strife  and  scars, 
Sets  the  nations  in  the  light — 

Nations  leagued  in  amity 

With  that  State  which  is  to  be. 


Dawns  the  Vision  on  the  height? 

Let  the  mountains  tell  the  plain ! 
Yea,  let  Thought  and  Toil  unite, 

Sweat  of  brow  and  sweat  of  brain. 
As  all  rivers  swell  the  sea, 
All  may  serve  the  State  to  be. 


Not  one  star  the  night  can  spare ; 

Not  one  hand  the  work  may  shun. 
East  and  West  the  soldiers  fare, 

But  the  Army  still  is  one. 
Differing  all,  yet  all  agree 
In  the  State  which  is  to  be. 


CHRIST    TO    THE    SOUL. 

So  the  clouds  grow  less  and  less  ; 

Through  the  mist  the  morning  springs, 
And  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

Risen  with  healing  in  His  wings, 
Lights  the  State  that  yet  shall  be — 
England,  dawns  that  light  on  thee  ? 


CHRIST  TO  THE  SOUL. 

O  Mine  own  love, 

My  heart  is  with  thee,  though  I  sit  above  ! 
The  darkness  cannot  hide  thy  pain  from  me ; 
I  know  that  thou  art  weeping  bitterly, 
And  still  yearn  down  to  where  I  see  thee  roam, 
Longing  to  come  for  thee  and  bear  thee  home. 
But  if  I  came),  Beloved,  thou  wouldst  miss 
Half  thou  hast  sighed  for,  half  thy  destined  bliss, — 
The  gains  of  grief,  the  dark  day's  afterglow, 
Wherefore  weep  on — thou  wilt  be  happier  so, 
Meeter  for  heaven's  embrace  and  Mine,  My  dove, 

My  bride,  My  Love  ! 

O  My  white  rose, 

Thou  whose  young  leaves  are  tossed  about  with  woes, 
Hast  thou  not  cried  to  Me  against  the  rain, 
The  clouds  that  come  again  and  yet  again, 
And  winds  that  vex  thee  when  the  rain  is  done  ? 
Behold,  I  know  thy  longing  for  the  sun ; 
But  if  he  came  too  soon  the  parching  heat 
Would  kill  My  Flower,  whose  breath  to  Me  is  sweet, 
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The  showers  will  wash  thee  clean,  will  leave  thee  pure 
Of  all  thy  whiteness  never  could  endure, 
Safe  in  the  storm  as  when  the  south  wind  blows 
Art  thou,  My  rose  ! 

O  My  desire, 

I  know  that  thou  art  passing  through  the  fire, 
Know  well  how  sharp  a  pang  thy  faith  has  tried  ; 
But  even  so>  My  gold  is  purified. 
I  trod  the  furnace  first ;   I  bora  for  thee 
What  thou  too  bearest,  love,  for  love  of  Me  ; 
And  I  am  keeping  watch  above  My  own. 
Not  for  one  moment  art  thou  left  alone! 
Bear  out  the  test,  the  throes  that  rend  and  break ! 
Bear  by  this  charm  I  give  thee,  "  For  My  sake !" 
Soon  in  My  arms  thou  shalt  forget  the  fire, 

My  heart's  desire  ! 

O  My  true  knight ! 

I  know  thy  heart  is  weary  of  the  fight — 
Weary  of  beating  on  against  the  bars 
Thou  canst  not  break,  weary  of  strife  and  scars, 
Does  the  Wrong  triumph  yet,  and  fails  the  Right 
For  ever?  fails  thy  hope  too  in  the  night? 
Almost  thy  strength  is  spent ;  the  foe  at  last 
Seems  victor ;  yet  I  say  to  thee  ''  Hold  fast !" 
Yea,  for  I  stand  beside  thee  in  the  strife  ! 
Yea,  for  My  hosts  press  round  thee,  strong  and  rife  ! 
Fight  to  the  death,  then  prove  the  might  of  right, 

My  own  true  knight ! 
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THE    ROSE-WREATHED  CROSS. 

I   looked  upon  the  narrow  way 

That  broadens  up  to  heaven, 
The  path  to-  which  this  earthly  sun 

Its  feeblest  rays  has  given  ; 
And  there  a  band  of  pilgrims  walked, 

With  robes  the  thorns  had  riven. 

Thick  trees  above  it  met  and  mixed ; 

High  noon  was  twilight  there. 
And  oft  in  fear  the  wanderers  went, 

And  often  in  despair, 
Bearing  the  burden  of  the  Cross 

That  each  must  ever  bear. 

Most  strange  it  seemed,  with  these  who  wept, 

In  ways  the  sunshine1  scorns, 
To  meet  at  last  a  soul  that  smiled, — 

A  brow  more  bright  than  morn's, — 
A  cross  so1  wreathed  and  robed  with  flowers, 

You  scarce  could  see  the  thorns. 

Yet  thorns  were  there — that  pilgrim  fair 
Could  feel  them  night  and  day, 

But  when  she  passed  (so  rich  the  bloom 
That  hid  the  briars  away,) 

You  felt  alone  a  sense  of  Spring, 
A  breath  as  of  the  Mav. 
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For  there,  red  to  the  deep  heart's  core, 

The  rose  was  blossoming, 
Blood-red — a  flower  that   seemed   a   fire. 

A   sacrificial    thing, 
There,  cool  with  dew,  were  lilies  too, 

White  as  an  angel's  wing. 


And  daisies,  cheerful  as  the  sun, 
Shone  where  no'  sun  could  be, 

With  leaves  all  crimson-stained,  and  yet 
With  hearts  of  golden  glee  ; 

And  tender  violets,  maiden-meek, 
Breathed  out  humility. 


So  evermore,  with  flower  on  flower, 

From  dawn  to   evenfall, 
The  Cross  like  one  great  garland  showed- 

Could  such  a  cross  appal  ? 
But  still  the  flower  of  flame  prevailed  ; 

The  red  rose  burnt  through  all. 


And  evermore  that  pilgrim  maid, 
When  the  rough  road  seemed  long, 

Cheered  on  the  rest  with  look  and  smile, 
With  story  and  with  song, 

And  nerved  the  faint,  and  chid  complaint 
rSy  her  own  patience  strong. 
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But  oft  they  murmured,  "  Well  for  you. 

Who  bear  a  load  so  slight, 
A  cross  of  flowers — not  such  is  ours  ! 

The  weight  of  flowers  is  light." 
And  still  the  smile  that  flashed  response 

Was  like  an  angel's  bright. 


At  length  the  journey  reached  its  end ; 
The  golden  goal  flashed  near, 
The  land  of  the  unsetting  sun, 

Whose  light  makes  all  things  clear, 
And  all  are  blest — at  home,  at  rest, 

In  love  that  casts  out  fear. 


The  pilgrims  paused ;   the  cross  of  flowers 

Was  then  the  first  to  fall. 
Bare  to  the  light  of  heaven  it  shone — 

The  heaviest  cross  of  all ! 
Amazed   they  saw,   with   gathering  awe, 

The  load   once  counted   small. 


For  her,  she  saw  but  One,  I  know— 

The  King  of  far  renown. 
His  smile  was  sweet,  and  at  His  feet 

She  laid  her  burden  down  ; 
And  then  I  saw  the  flowery  cross 

Had  earned  the  martvr's  crown. 
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RENAISSANCE. 

A  sweet  emotion  of  the  earth  : 

A  quickening  wind  ;    a  sudden  birth 

Of  flowers  that  laugh,  to  join  the  mirth 

Of  birds  that   sing, 
And  Winter  passes  with  its  dearth, 

And  lo<,  the  Spring  ! 

What  else  can  mean  these  loosened  floods, 

This  gleeful  waking  of  the  woods, 

This  thrill  of  life  through  leaves  and  buds 

On  hedge  and  tree, 
These  varying  songs,  in  differing  moods, 

Tuned  to  one  key? 

For  now  the  world's  heart  overflows 
With  that  sweet  secret  which  it  knows. 
Nature  forgets  her  wintry  woes, 

Revived,  re-born, 
And,   prophet-like,   divines   a   rose 

On  every  thorn. 

Now  Youth  and  Love  have  all  their  way. 
Young  lambs  in  greening  meadows  play  ; 
Young  violets  peep  where  mosses  stray, 

And  young  birds  woo-, 
As,  in  the  lanes  of  budding  may, 

Young  lovers  do- 
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And  happy  orchards,  far  and  wide, 
Laugh  in  their  morning  bloom  and  pride, 
And  all  the  earth,  revivified, 

Throbs  with   the  Spring, 
The  hills  rejoice  on  every  side, 

The   valleys   sing. 


Ah,  ye  who  lie  in  Sorrow's  pow-er, 
Learn  the  sweet  lesson  of  the  hour  ! 
Ye  saw  the  clouds  that  loom  and  lower 

Through  falling  snow, 
Ye  trod  a  path  without  a  flower, 

One  month  ago  ; 


And  now — what  mighty  change  is  here  ? 
How  has  the  dim  air  grown  so  clear? 
Trees  bud,  fields  blossom  far  and  near, 

With  dews  impearled, 
And  April,  with  a  smile  and  tear, 

Renews  the  world. 


So,  when  through  nether  deeps  the  soul 
Is  driven,  where  darkest  waters  roll, 
Some  winged  Delight  o'ertakes  its  dole, 

And   lifts   it   higher, 
Even  to  the  summit  and  the  goal 

Of  its  desire. 
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Frost-bound,  the  land  laments  her  fate, 

Nor  thinks  to  rise  emancipate, 

But  Spring  stands  ever  at  the  gate, 

With  smiles  that  win 
The  surly  Winter,  soon  or  late, 

To  let  her  in. 

This  is  what  He  would  have  us  know 
Who  brings  the  snowdrop  from  the  snow. 
Thus  speak  these  flowers,  this  vernal  glow, 

To  hearts  that  hear. 
"  Be  not  afraid,"  they  whispe-r  low, 
"  Your   help   is   near." 


THE  CHRISTIAN   PILGRIMAGE: 

A  SONG  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR. 

[January   ist,    1904.] 
We  know  not  what  the  new-born  year  is  bringing, 

Yet,  to  our  eyes,  its  clouds  are  luminous. 
Ours   is  the  faith   of  birds   serenely   singing : 

Who  cares  for  them  will  much  more  care  for  us. 
Blithely  we  journey,  daily  fed  and  guided, 

And  nightly  pausing  to*  give  thanks  and  sing. 
For  all  our  wants  our  Leader  has  provided ; 

Why  should  we  yet  take  thought  for  anything? 

To  cast  our  care  on  Him  of  old  He  taught  us. 

Our  table  in  the  wilderness  was  spread, 
And  often  through  green  pastures  He  has  brought  us, 

And  often  by  the  quiet  waters  led. 
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His  rod  and  staff  shall  comfort  us  for  ever  ; 

His  presence  shall  go  with  us  all  the  way, 
Soothing  to  rest  and  arming  for  endeavour, 

A  light  by  night,  a  cooling  cloud  by  day. 

When  darkness  comes,  bright  angels  without  number 

Watch  round  us,  shielding  us  from  all  that  harms, 
Above  us  is  the  eye  that  knows  not  slumber, 

And  underneath  the  everlasting  arms. 
And  pleasant  is  our  journey,  so  attended, 

And  safe  our  path,  with  such  sweet  guidance  blest; 
Bright  are  our  days,  in  love  begun  and  ended, 

And  light  our  toil,  and  very  deep  our  rest. 

God  of  the  ages,  God  from  the  beginning, 

The  First,  the  Last,  Who  shalt  be,  wert,  and  art ! 
Be  Thou  our  help,  u  thro'  sorrow  and  thro'  sinning," 

Our  Guide,  our  Goal,  the  Home  of  every  heart ! 
Thou,  only  Thou,  our  faltering  feet  assurest ; 

To  endless  days  Thy  word  shall  still  prevail, 
The  generations  pass,  but  Thou  endurest ; 

Thou  art  the  same,  and  Thy  years  shall  not  fail. 


TME  CLO5E  OF  THE  CENTURY. 

[New  Year's  Eve,   1900.] 
The  age  we  knew  is  trembling  to  its  close. 

Slowly,  with  panting  heart  and  glazing  eyes, 
And  soul  that  labours  in  its  parting  throes, 

And  breath  that  falters  fast,  the  century  dies — 
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Dies  'mid  the  sound  of  tumult  and  of  strife, 
The  battling  cries  of  slayer  and  of  slain, 

The  slow,  sad  falling  of  the  leaves  of  life;, 

The  blight  of  all  things  under  War's  red  rain. 

Alas,  how  long  ago<  the  angels  sang 

"  Peace  and  good-will,"  to  ears  that  heeded  not  1 
How  long  ago1  the  silver  message  rang 

From  that  high  world  to  this  that  so  m  forgot ! 
The  light  of  Mercy  did  but  dawn  to  wane  : 

The  rose  of  Peace  was  blighted  in  the  oud, 
For  still  man  groans  beneath  the  curse  of  Cain, 

Spilling,  as  at  the  first,  his  brother  s  blood. 

To-day  we  stand  where  lights  and  shadows  blend, 

Between  the  rising  and  the  setting  sun, 
The  setting  of  the  time  that  nears  its  end, 

The  rising  of  the  day  not  yet  begun. 
What  shall  arrive  with  the  new  century's  birth? 

Only  the  ancient  wrong,  the  ancient  woe, 
Or  joy  and  praise  in  heaven,  and  peace  on  earth, 

And  the  great  dawn  of  Lome's  eternal  glow? 

Ah,  let  the  strife  and  discord  cease  at  length  ! 

Let  Christ  be  King  of  nations,  as  of  men  ! 
Then  shall  the  sun  shine  forth  in  all  his  strength  ; 

The  angels'  song  shall  find  fulfilment  then. 
For  so,  e'en  yet,  may  dawn  the  wondrous  day 

When  man's  imprisoned  Hope  will  find  release, 
And  all  the  former  things  shall  pass  away, 

And  the  New  Age  be  called  the  Age  of  Peace. 
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GETHSEMANE. 

[Suggested  by  Mr.  T.   Mostyn's  picture  of  that  name. 

Out  of  the  noonday  dust  and  din, 
The  scene  of  wants  for  ever  unsufficed, 

Out  of  a  world  of  strife  and  sin, 
We  pass  into  the  world  that  knew  the  Christ. 

Into  the  Garden's  moon-lit  gloom, 
Into  the  olive  shadows  glimmering  grey, 

Into  a  hush  as  of  the  tomb, 
And  so  to  Him  at  last,  we  find  our  way. 

No  sign  of  strife  is  manifest 
In  this  still  place — the  mighty  woe  is  o'er. 

Softly  the  tired  heart  may  rest : 
Silently  ebbs  the  wave,  to  break  no  more. 

Yet  Memory,  listening  \vith  a  sigh, 
Hears  evermore  a  sound  of  falling  tears  ; 

And  Love  keeps  still  a  backward  eye, 
For  still  behind  the  light  the  cloud  appears. 

Ah,  what  dark  deeps  of  agony 
Have  surged   where   now   the  silver  silt/nee   is  ! 

Ah,  sorrowing  ones,  behold  and  see 
If  there  be  any  sorrow  like  to  His  I 

An  hour  ago  He  met  the  storm, 
Met  its  full  force  and  bore  its  deadliest  blow. 

Pain  did  its  worst  on  that  still  form, 
And  on  that  heart,  one  little  hour  ago. 
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He  watched  the  slow  strange  cloud  arise, 
Watched  the  great  tempest  grow  and  gather  strength, 

And  quench  the  stars,  and  change  the  skies, 
And  rush  forth  like  a  flood,  and  burst  at  length. 

He  saw  the  bolt  behind  the  cloud, 
Yet  braved  the  storm,  nor  strove  its  wrath  to>  lull. 

Even  to  the  dust  His  head  was  bowed ; 
Even  unto  death  His  soul  was  sorrowful. 

Now,  deepening  down  by  soft  degrees, 
The  light  within  Him  strikes  the  gulf  below. 

Like  a  clear  moon  o'er  troubled  seas 
His  love  shines,  till  its  patience  stills  its  woe. 

A  wind  from  far  fields  blowing  warm, 
A  sigh  as  of  a  do\?e  that  nears  her  nes^, 

With  one  soft  breath  blows  back  the  storm, 
And  clears  the  heavens,  and  leaves  the  earth  at  rest. 

A  new  song  rolls  through  all  the  spheres, 
And  in  that  listening  heart  the  discords  cease. 

Those  eyes  are  bright  behind  their  tears, 
As  seeing,  through  all  war,  the  final  Peace. 

The  thorns  which  soon  must  bind  His  brow 
Unheeded  lie ;   the  sting  of  death  is  past. 

The  Victim  seems  the  Victor  now  ; 
His  strife  is  ended  ;  He  may  rest  at  last. 
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So   darkness   trembles   into   light  ; 
Night  fears  and  flees  the  Bright  and  Morning  Star. 

And  who  are  these  arrayed  in  white  ?— 
Hush  !  shall  we  sing  where  all  the  angels  are  ? 


VIII, -ODES  AND  GREETINGS: 
IN  FRIENDSHIP'S  NAA\E. 

"The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried, 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel." 

—SHAKESPEARE. 


©fces  anb  Greetings: 

IN  FRIENDSHIP'S  NAME. 


TO    A.    G.    GARDINER: 

WiTH   GRATITUDE. 
True  servant  of  the  cause  of  Truth, 

True   prophet  of   her  broadening  day, 
One1  taught  by  you  from  earliest  youth 
Brings  this  poor  tribute — poor,   in  sooth, 

So  large  a  debt  to  pay. 

For  sunless  dawned  those  early  days 
On  me,  and  leafless  was  the  Spring, 

Till  lit  by  you  with  fostering  rays 

That  woke  young  flowers  in  brightening  ways, 
Where  the  young  birds  might  sing. 

You  taught  me  Truth,  you  showed  me  Art, 

And  all  her  paths  of  pleasantness. 
When,  strove  the  temple  with  the  mart 
I  saw  you  choose  that  greater  part 
By  worldlings  called  the  less. 

At  Freedom's  call,  for  Freedom's  sake 
You  fought,  in  her  white  armour  clad, 
Her  side  and  heaven's  I  watched  you  take — 
WTatched  till  my  soul  sprang  up  awake, 
And  all  my  heart  was  glad. 


r 
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The  grace  of  genius — power  to  set 

The  pearls  of  thought  in  words  of  gold, 
And  crown  with  Beauty's  coronet 
The  brow  of  Truth,  and  prove  her  yet 
Fair  as  she  seemed  of  old  ; 

Moods  by  the  light  of  laughter  lit, 
Yet  servants  of  the  graver  hour  : 

Wisdom  of  widest  range,  and  wit 

Not  as  a  burden  bearing  it, 
But  "  lightly  like  a  flower  "  : 

The  heart  long  tried  and  ever  true, 

The  ear  that  notes  each  passing  sigh, 
The  hand  so  swift  to  help — ah,  who 
Should  know  these  powers  allied  in  you, 
And  bless  them,  if  not  I  ? 

Yet  now,  when  Fame  has  paid  your  due 
With  tributes  swelled  from  day  to  day ; 
When  praise  that  crowns  the  brave  and  true 
Wreathes  you  with  laurels  ever  new, 
What  may  7  dare  to  say? 

So  much  God  gives  you — such  true  friends 

And   fit,   such  love's   increasing   store  ; 
Such  blessing  all  your  course  attends, 
So  well  you  serve  the  eternal  ends, 
What  can  I  wish  you  more  ? 
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Only  that  still,  with  lifted  lance, 

And  challenge  clear,  and  courage  high. 
The  cause  of  Heaven  you  may  advance 
As  now — the   only   thing,   perchance, 
That  owes  you  more  than  I ! 


TO  WILLIAM  WATSON. 

"  Vain  for  the  Muse,  whom  no  man  heeds,  to  warn  ! 
Silent  upon  her  mountains  let  her  stray." 

Not  so  !  thou  art  the  voice  of  all  the  free, 

Singing  in  worlds  secure  from  bonds  and  bars, 
Alone  in  such  serene  supremacy 

As  lifts  the  moon  above  the  subject  stars  ! 
Wake,  as  thou  only  canst,  the  slumbering  lyre 

That  Milton  swept  of  old,  that  Wordsworth  knew, 
Rekindling  so  the  immemorial  fire 

That  flames  or  fails  as  life  grows  false  or  true  ! 
Lord  of  the  glamour  of  the  golden  phrase, 

Victor  and  ruler  of  the  powers  of  rhyme, 
Breathing  anew  on  these  decadent  days 

The  freshness  of  the  Muse's  morning  prime, 
Thine  is  the  word  no>  power  of  time  can  wrong—- 
The word  of  Truth,  sweet  from  the  lips  of  Song. 


TO    H.    J.    SHINGLES.  Ill 


TO  H.  J.  SHINGLES. 

[The  most  faithful  of  critics,  the  kindest  of  friends.] 
When,  through  the  golden  grace  of  mine  Ideal, 

Shows  the  rough  are,  the  hindering  dust  and  dross ; 
When  'twixt  the  fancied  fairness  and  the  real 

Art  stands  pejrplexed,  nor  knows  her  gain  from  loss  , 
When  doubtful  seems  her  course  and  dim  her  goal , 

When  I,  who  fain  would  win  her,  scarce  can  woo, 
O  in  that  hour,  true  teacher  of  my  soul, 

True  helper  of  my  song,  I  turn  to  you  ! 
Then  is  it  yours  to  show  which  path  is  Beauty's, 

And  therefore  Truth's* — Art  knows  the  twain  as  one — 
To  bring  the  Muse's  pleasures  from  her  duties, 

To  teach  her  what  to  seek  and  what  to  shun. 
Therefore  to  you  she  sings  this  song  to-day. 
Take  it  as  earnest  of  a  worthier  lay. 


TO  VERA. 

AN  APRIL  SONG  FOR  AN  APRIL  FLOWER. 
Sweet  friend  of  mine,  whose  eyes  of  blue, 
Where  shines  a  soul  so  pure  and  true, 
Keep  still  the  dawn-light  and  the  dew, 
Whose  chetek  is  flushed  with  Spring, 

*  '"Beauty  is  Truth,  Truth  Beauty,'— that  is  all 

Ye  know  on  earth,  and  all  ye  need  to  know." 

Keats   "Ode  to  a  Grecian  Urn." 
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The  larks  are  singing,  far  and  near, 
Your  festal  day  to  charm  and  cheer, 
And  thus  I  too  would  bring  you,  Dear, 
A  song  for  offering. 

With  you  'tis  April,  little  friend  ! 
You  see  alone  life's  earlier  end, 
The  path  which  many  flowers  attend, 

The  time  by  poets  sung, 
When  in  new  leaves  the  new  birds  sing, 
And  all  the  trees  are  blossoming, 
And  all  the  world,  on  fire  with  Spring, 

Thrills  like  a  harp  new-strung. 

The  heart  its  own  sweet  law  obeys, 
And  sees  the  sun  where'er  it  strays, 
And  thinks  no*  ill,  in  these  fair  days, 

But  these  at  length  must  close. 
The  violet  bom  of  April  showers, 
The  rosebud  nursed  by  May's  sweet  hours, 
Give  place,  when  June  turns;  buds  to  flowers, 

To  Summer's  full-blown  rose. 

Then  comes  the  change, — the  sultry  noon 
That  withers  every  vernal  boon, 
The  August  heat,  that  cools  as  soon 

At  sad  September's  call. 
And  Autumn  follows,  bright  as  brief, 
With  fading  bloom  and  falling  leaf, 
And  then  comes  Winter,  blanched  with  grief, 

And  then — the  end  of  all. 
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Yet  fear  not,  happy  little  one, 

Though,  when  the  time  of  flowers  is  done, 

The  storms  must  sweep  across  the  sun, 

And  leave  the  land  unblest. 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness,  at  least, 
Is  found  for  ever  in  the  east ; 
The  Rose  of  Sharon  has  not  ceased 

To  blossom  with  the  rest. 

And  every  storm  of  life  and  death 
At  last,  at  last  (the  Spirit  saith) 
Shall  flee  before  a  quickening  breath 

From  skies  for  ever  blue, 
Where,  in  the  everlasting  May, 
No  leaf  shall  fall,  no  flower  decay, 
For  God  shall  wipe  all  tears  away 

When  heaven  makes  all  things  new. 


IN  THE  TWILIGHT. 

[Affectionately  dedicated  to  my  dear  old  friend,  John'Dawson.) 
The  sun  withdraws  his  lingering  rays ; 

The  woods  loom  dusk  and  dim. 
I  hear  no  more  the  skylark's  praise, 

Nor  thrush's  evening  hymn. 
For  in  a  soft  and  silver  calm, 

A  hush  no  music  mars, 
With  step  of  dew  and  breath  of  balm, 
The  night  comes,  and  the  stars. 


114  SUNG    BY    THE    WAY. 


Now  the  last  rose  of  sunset  fades, 

And  the  last  bird  is  still. 
A  young  moon,   wondering,   scans   the  glades 

Where  Peace  has  all  her  will. 
The  flowers  have  shut  their  hearts  of  gold ; 

Men  cease  to  toil  and  strive, 
And  every  lamb  has  found  the  fold, 

And  every  bee  the  hive. 

And  is  it  thus,  when  hearts  grow  tired 

Of  all  they  loved  by  light, 
That  softly,  like  a  dream  desired, 

Comes  on  the  last  long  night  ? 
'Nealh  the  dim  West  the  world  has  rest, 

Sleeping  with  even  breath — 
Will  Life  so  creep  to  such  sweet  sleep 

In  the  mild  arms  of  Death? 


A  ROSE  OF  MAY. 

[To  S.  J.  Shingles,  on  the  occasion  of  her  marriage,  May  26th, 

1903-] 
A  rose  of  May  !     What  fairer  thing 

Could  image  this  your  bridal  day? 
A  blush  of  dawn,  a  smile  of  Spring, 
A  rose  of  May ! 

Will  there  be  roses  all  the  way  ? 
Will  Autumn  find  them  blossoming, 
Beneath  the  rain  as  in  the  ray? 


NATURE    AND    THH    PRISONER.  115 


Ah,  yes  I  When  youth  is  vanishing, 

Not  with  its  bloom  will  Love's  decay  ! 
Love  in  December  days  can  bring 
A  rose  of  May ! 


NATURE    AND    THE    PRISONER. 

AN  ECHO  FROM  "DE  PROFUNDIS." 

[Gratefully  inscribed,  in  remembrance  of  eight  years'  faithful 
friendship,  to  J.  T.  and  Pollie  Davvson.] 

Some  day  I  shall  feel  the  Spring's  completeness 

With  a  breath  rebuild  my  ruined  years ; 
Somewhere  in  a  rose's  store  of  sweetness 

Heaven  has  hid  for  me  the  balm  of  tears. 
Fleeing  from  the  world  that  has  decried  me, 

Smarting  still  from  its  remembered  rod, 
In  the  arms  of  Nature  I  will  hide  me — 

Arms  that  hold  me  like  the  grace  of  God. 

She  shall  soothe  me  by  her  tender  talking 

Where  the  lapsed  waves  to  the  rocks  revert; 
She  shall  bring  a  wind  about  my  walking,     -, 

So  that  none  may  track  me  to  my  hurt. 
All  unsealed  to  me  are  all  her  fountains, 

All  her  woods  will  yield  me  sanctuary; 
In  the  clefts  and  coverts  of  her  mountains 

Even  yet  she  keeps  a  place  for  me. 
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Lo,  she  sends  her  maiden  moon  to  guide  me, 

Leaves  her  lilies  where  I  pass  alone, 
Lets  her  timid  thrush  sing  on  beside  me — 

What  if  men  despise  me  and  disown? 
She  shall  lead  me  by  her  Oread  daughters 

To  the  secret  places  of  her  soul, 
Where  she  waits  to>  cleanse  me  in  great  waters, 

And  with  bitter  herbs  to  make  me  whole. 


A  CHRISTMAS  GREETING. 

[To-my  little  friend,  Jane  Wilson.] 
On  Christmas  Day  life's  morning  dew 

Comes  back  to  cool  its  noontide  ray. 
For  Love  once  more  makes  all  things  new 
On   Christmas   Day. 

Then  blooms  the  rose  among  the  rUe ; 
December  wears  the  smile  of  May, 
And  blackest  skies  are  touched  with  blue, 
On   Christmas   Day. 

And  through  the  veil  that  absence  drew 

Gleam  thoughts  of  dear  ones  far  away — 
So  think  of  me,  as  I  of  you, 
On   Christmas   Day. 


TO    H.R  H.    PRINCESS    LOUISE. 


TO  H.R.H     PRINCESS  LOUISE. 

[Written  on  the  occasion  ot  her  visit  to  Blackburn,  where  she 
unveiled  th^  Victoria  Memorial  Statue.] 

I. 

The  Royal  meets  the  loyal ;    every  heart 

Beats  to*  a  tune  of  welcome  ;   every  street 
Bears  in  the  general  joy  its  separate  part, 

Alike  acclaiming  Her  we  go<  to  greet. 
Come,  Daughter  of  the  Throne  of  England  !  come 

Where   English  hearts  await  thee  and   applaud. 
The  teeming  hive  of  Labour  drowns  its  hum 

In  one  full  note  of  triumph  and  of  laud. 
For  in  Her  name  we  meet  whose  golden  reign, 

Felt,   like   the   moon's,   to   Ocean's   utmost   bound, 
Honoured  the  land  that  honours  Her  again; 

Whose  name  was  with  Her  people's  praises  crowned; 
Whose  throne  stood  fast,  all  tyrant  thrones  above, 

Rooted  and  grounded  in  a  nation's  love. 

II. 
Nor  wilt  thou  see  unmoved,  O  Royal-born, 

This  tribute  of  the  toilers  of  the  earth 
Unto  the  greatness  that  is  gone,  nor  scorn 

Their  lowly  lot,  their  homespun  grief  and  mirth. 
For  kings  and  queens  in  their  own  realm  are  these ; 

Yea,  and  the  heirs  of  Him  who  rules  above, 
Dowered  with  the  wealth  that  is  Democracy's, 

Strong  hands  that  labour,  honest  hearts  that  love. 
Princess  and  People  meet  on  common  ground — 

Let  song  and  mirth  a'nd  feasting  hail  the  event ! 
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This  day,  with   glad   commemoration   crowned, 
Shall  build  within  our  hearts  its  monument, 
Bright  with  one  name,  of  whiteness  unreproved 
And  undefiled — "  Victoria  the   Beloved." 

"THE  DAILY  NEWS." 

[In  celebration  of  its  fifty-ninth  birthday,  January  2ist,  1905.] 

Like  a  strong  ship  it  takes  its  prosperous  course, 

Erect  in  age  as  in  its  golden  youth, 
O'er  seas  full-fed  by  streams  that  have  their  source 

High  on  the  everlasting  hills  of  truth  ; 
A  ship  upon  a  great  adventure  bound, 

To  set  at  liberty  the  bruised  in  heart, 
To*  see  right  justified  and  honour  crowned, 

And  in  all  warfare  take1  the  people's  part. 
And  still  a  breath  of  blessing  fills  its  sails  ; 

And  always  keeping  Justice  at  the  helm, 
And  beaconed  by  the  light  that  never  fails, 

Past  rocks  that  rend  and  over  waves  that  whelm, 
It  feels  the  opposing  gales  grow  less  and  less, 
And  anchors  in  the  harbour  of  Success. 


AN  APRIL  RONDEAU. 

[To  Tom  and  Ida,  on  the  occasion  of  their  wedding,  April  26th,  1905. 

An  April  day,  all  sheen  and  shower, 

Will  usher  in  your  bridal  hour — 

A  fitting  day,  dear  friends  and  true, 
To  join  in  one  what  scarce  is  two, 

And  crown  with  light  Love's  opening  flower ! 
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For  now  the  whole  world  feels  his  power, 
And  owns  his  grace,  and  shares  his  dower 
The  year  brings  back  the  time  to  woo — 
An  April  day  ! 

Ah,  when  all  bare  the  trees  must  tower 
Around  the  new-built  bridal  bower, 

Love  still  shall  keep  theim  green  for  you, 
And  Memory  evermore   renew, 
Even  where  December  midnights  lower, 
An  April  day  ! 


POSTLUDE. 

Full  oft  they  miss  the  singer's  joy  who  know 

The  listener's,  hearkening  while  another  sings. 

Yet  evermore  the  heart  within  me  clings 
To  one  dear  dream,  unchanged  by  weal  or  woe, 
Faint  as  a  dream  of  Spring  in  time  of  snow. 

Or  as,  in  birds  half-fledged,  the  sense  of  wings, 

But  capable  of  sweet  interpretings, 
Read  by  the  light  of  hope's  mysterious  glow. 

And  if  souls  win  at  last    the  power  they  woo, 

If  I  may  reach  by  any  toil  or  care 
That  beckoning  bliss  which  always  I  pursue, 

Song  yet  will  crown  me,  here  or  otherwhere, 
And  yield  to  me  her  heart  of  flowers  and  dew, 

Warm  with  the  wings  of  angels  tarrying  there. 


THE   STORY   OF   EDITH 

A    ROMANCE   IN   THREE  CHAPTERS. 


To  MY  TWO  BROTHERS, 

HARRY  AND  REGGIE, 
THE  MUSIC-MAKERS  OF  OUR  HOME, 

THIS  TALE  OF  A  MUSICIAN 

Is  AFFECTIONATELY  DEDICATED, 

IN  GRATEFUL  REMEMBRANCE. 


Stoi^  of  EMtb. 


CHAPTER  THE  FIRST. 

Deep  in  the  Cumbrian  vales,  watched  by  the  hills 
Whose  safe  embrace  shuts  out  the  louder  world, 
Stood  a  lone  grange,  grey-walled  and  ivy-veiled  ; 
And  there  a  mother  with  her  daughter  dwelt, 
Her  one  child  Edith,  heiress  of  her  name 
And  of  her  lands  ;  for  fruitful  lands  and  fair 
Were  hers,  with  plenteous  store  of  various  wealth  ; 
And  had  she  willed  it  so,  she  might  have  reigned 
A  queen  of  Fashion's  haunts,  but  loved  instead 
A  calmer,  simpler  life,  and  shunned  the  noise 
Of  cities,  living  lonely  in  her  hall. 

Now  Edith  was  a  maiden  grown  ;   and  still, 

As  year  by  year  her  dawning  beauty  waxed 

Into  full  day,  her  mother  s  eye  with  pride 

Dwelt  on  her,  and  with  hope  that  ever  grew. 

For  always,  since  the  father  of  the  maid 

Had  passed,  and  left  no  son  to  rule  his  lands, 

The  widow's  heart  had  nursed  one  dream  alone  — 

The  dream  of  seeing  Edith  wed  at  last, 

When  she  should  reach  her  ripened  womanhood, 

Her  next-of-kin,  the  sole  surviving  son 

Of  that  proud  house  whose  ancient  name  she  bore. 

The  two  had  shared  their  games  in  earlier  years, 

In  these  their  books  and  walks  ;  and  Ernest's  heart 
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Was  wholly  set  on  Edith,  hers  on  none. 
Lightly  she  talked  with  him,  and  frankly  met  ; 
And  he,  who  saw  her  fresh  simplicity, 
Feared  evermore  by  haste  to  hurt  his  chance  ; 
Wherefore  he  wooed  her  but  in  friendly  sort, 
With  gentle  looks  and  tones,  and  frequent  gifts 
Of  books  or  flowers ;  and  she  with  sister's  love 
Rewarded  him,  but  gave  not  that  he  sought, 
Not  knowing  that  he  sought  it. 

Then  came  one, 

A  stranger  to  the  Cumbrian  vales  and  hills, 
To  dwell  within  the  nearest  city's  walls. 
Out  of  a  land  of  light  and  flowers  he  came. 
Dowered  with  a  wealth  of  music — Italy 
And  England  strove  together  in  his  blood, 
And  in  his  face,  where  eyes  of  English  blue 
Laughed  from  the  darkness  of  Italian  brows. 
His  fame  before  him  went;  his  place  was  won, 
In  the  great  city,  ere  he  dwelt  therein. 
Thence  oft  he  journeyed  to  the  neighbouring  vales, 
To  learn  new  music  from  the  brooks  they  nursed, 
And  the  deep  woods  that  murmured  round  their  rest. 
And  once  it  chanced  that  Edith  wandering  there, 
Singing  serenely  for  the  joy  of  life 
Beneath  an  April  heaven,  heard  harmony, 
Sweet  as  the  Spring's,  breathed  from  the  organ's  soul, 
Within  the  hamlet  church,  and  entered  in. 
There  Giulio  played,  dreaming  himself  alone, 
His  noblest  songs, — she  heard  him  and  she  saw, 
Herself  unheard,  unseen  ;  and  all  her  heart, 
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Like  smouldering  wood  swept  by  a  sudden  wind, 
Leapt  on  the  instant  into  one  white  flame 
Of  wonder  and  of  worship.       Life  began 
For  her  that  moment — Life  whose  source  is  Love. 

So,  from  that  day,  full  many  a  time  she  rame, 

Secretly,  unsuspected,  unperceived, 

To  hear  Love's  voice  in  Music's,  since  to  her 

Thenceforth  the  twain  were  one.     In  such  strange  wise, 

By  means  unconscious  and  for  ends  unsought. 

He  won  a  maid  he  knew  not,  nor  could  know, 

For  still,  as  at  the  first,  she  hid  herself 

From  him  she  lo>ved,  abashed  before  his  fame, 

And  thrilled  by  all  a  maiden's  tender  fears. 

Wherefore  she  sought  no1  surer,  sweeter  bliss 

Than  this  devoured  by  stealth,  nor  dreamed  meanwhile 

Of  happier  meetings,  thinking  not  to  reap 

Harvest  of  love  from  love  so  richly  sown, 

But  ever  asked  herself,  in  self-disdain, 

''  How  shall  the  wren  mate  with  the  nightingale, 

Or  such  as  I,  forsooth,  with  such  as  he?" 

Now  Ernest  pressed  his  suit ;  for  now  he  marked 
In  Edith's  words  and  ways — her  graver  mood, 
Her  gentler  mien — a  soft  and  subtle  change, 
And  knew  it  born  of  love,  and  deemed  the  love 
Born  of  his  own.       But  Edith  hid  her  face, 
And  would  not  answer  him,  save  with  her  tears ; 
Till,  being  pressed  for  plainer  speech,  she  wept, 
"  I  cannot  wed  save  where  I  love — I  love 
Where  love  is  hopeless.     Leave  me — yet  forgive  ! 
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The  hand  that  hurts  would  heal  you,  if  it  might," 

And  rose  and  hastened  homeward,  with  blind  steps 

And  wounded  heart,  to  seek  her  mother's  arms  : 

And  there  she  sobbed  her  story,  telling  all, 

Without  reserve,  as  children  tell  their  griefs. 

But  when  she  heard  the  mother's  brow  grew  dark, 

And  harshly  fell  her  speech  :   "  This  man,  you  say, 

Nor  loves,  nor  knows  you  ;  neither  shall  he  know, 

For  Ernest  loves  indeed,  and  seeks  to  wed  : 

And  I  desire  for  you  no  better  lot 

Than  to  be  wife  of  one  so  kind  and  true. 

Where  lives  a  goodlier  youth,  or  one  more  skilled 

In  manly  sports,  or  of  a  nobler  heart  ? 

Bear  not  to  love  the  man  who  loves  not  you ! 

The  thing  is  shame  ;  the  maiden's  heart  should  turn 

Only  to  him  who  asks  it.     Call  your  pride 

To  aid  you;   give  but  where  the  gift  is  prized. 

Moreover,  Ernest  is  your  next  of  kin, 

And  none  of  all  our  house,  save  you  and  he, 

Remain  to  build  it  up,  and  save  our  name, 

A  name  worth  saving.     Therefore  heed  my  word : 

Forget  this  madness  ;   take  your  kinsman's  hand, 

Or  call  yourself,  henceforth,  no  child  of  mine." 

And  Edith  wept  in  silence;  then  at  last 
Lifted  her  head,  and  spoke  between  her  tears  : 
"  My  mother,  I  have  never  crossed  your  will, 
Nnr  ever  set  aside  your  word,  till  now — 
Yet  now  I  must,  my  mother!     Let  Love's  will 
Be  done  instead  ;   the  hand  without  the  heart 
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Would  profit  Ernest  little-       If  indeed 
He  suffers,  and  must  suffer,  for  my  sake, 
Then  must  he  learn,  as  I,  to  bear  his  pain. 
The  world  is  free  before  him  ;  let  him  pass 
To  some  far  land,  and  there  forget  my  face — 
My  hapless  face,  that  wrought  his  woe  in  this. 
For  me,  my  place  is  at  my  mother's  side, 
And  in  her  heart;   let  me  abide  there  still, 
In  the  old  home,  the  old  dear  nest  of  peace, 
A  bird  that  will  not  fly.     Ah,  keep  me  here  ! 
Send  me  not  hence  in  anger ;  bid  me  stay." 
But  all  the  mother's  heart  rose  up  in  wrath, 
(For  she  was  proud  and  of  an  iron  will, 
And  with  an  iron  rule  had  ruled  her  child), 
And  coldly  came  her"  answer  :  "  Stay,  but  know 
That  school-girl  follies  find  no'  grace  with  me. 
My  love  to  no  rebellious  child  is  given. 
Henceforth  there  is  a  wall  between  us  twain, 
And  only  you  that  built  it  can  remove, 
Changing  defiance  to*  allegiance.     Go!" 
And  Edith  went  out  weeping  ;  but  her  mind 
Held  fast  its  purpose,  and  her  heart  its  love. 
Dark  were  the  days  that  followed — days  uncheered 
By  household  mirth  or  kindred  fellowship, 
Passed  in  a  dreary  silence.       Never  now 
Lighted  her  mother's  eye  at  sight  of  her, 
And  only  needful  speech  between  them  passed, 
Until,  one  day,  ill  news  for  Edith  came. 
The  Italian  youth  she  loved  had  wooed  and  wed 
A  daughter  of  the  city  where  he  dwelt, — 
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A  maid  unlearned,  save  in  Love's  sweet  lore, 
Undowered,  save  with  her  beauty  and  her  truth. 

And  Edith  heard  the  news,  and  shed  no  tear, 

But  wandered  down  the  quiet  fields  alone, 

And  sought  the  wood,  hard  by  the  hamlet  church, 

Where  Love  and  she  first  met.     No  organ's  voice 

Now  broke  the  stillness  ;  Giulio  came  no  more. 

The  flowers  were  springing,  but  she  marked  them  not 

The  birds  sang  round  her,  but  her  heart  was  deaf. 

The  sun  shone,  but  to  her  the  day  was  dark. 

There,  hid  from  sight  among  the  uncurling  ferns, 

Under  the  greening  trees,  she  lay  as  dead, 

Only  alive  to  pain  that  would  not  die. 

Silent  she  lay  and  still ;  she  could  not  weep, 

Till,  from  dim  fields  of  thought,  a  wind  was  borne 

Rich  with  remembered  music,  sharp  with  sighs, 

Murmuring,  "  Lost  and  gone  and  lost  and  gone! 

Desolate  sweetness — far  and  far  away." 

And  at  the  plaintive  cadence  of  the  words 

Her  heart  broke,  melted  from  its  frozen  calm, 

And  all  her  soul  rained  from  her  in  her  tears, 

Till  the  moss  wondered  at  the  untimely  dew. 

Thus,  all  day  long,  she  fought  her  battle  out, 

And  ever  strove  to  bend  her  will  to  His, 

The  Lover  of  the  loveless,  He  who  died 

For  love's  sake,  and  immortally  loves  on. 

When  she  looked  up  at  last  the.  night  was  near  ; 

The  west  was  wistful  with  the  after-glow, 

Like  Memory  looking  on  a  bygone  bliss  ; 
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But,  from  the  east,  the  patience  of  the  stars 
Smiled  down  into  her  soul,  and  breathed  of  peace 
Yet  to  be  found,  though  sought  in  ways  grown  dark. 
And  then  the  anguish  at  her  heart  was  stilled, 
And  with  new  calm  she  rose  and  went  her  way. 

Homeward  she  passed ;  the  mother,  knowing  all, 

Waited  her  coming  less  in  fear  than  hope. 

:'  In  the  rebound,"  she  thought,  "  the  heart  is  caught ; 

And  here  is  Ernest's  latest,  tenderest  plea, 

Come  to  remind  her  of  a  soul  that  still 

Has  need  of  her, — depends  on  her  for  joy. 

Almost  for  life.     Surely  her  mind  will  change ! 

If  I  can  show  her  in  her  darkest  hour 

This  love  like  light,  shining  for  her  alone, 

Her  grief  will  make  her  pitiful  of  his ; 

Her  heart  will  melt  within  her ;  as  the  snow 

Yields  to  the  urgent  sun,  she  too  will  yield/' 

But  when  she  saw  the  daughters  face, — how  pale 

With  pain  and  patience,  how  serenely  sad, — 

Her  heart  sank,  for  the  love  engraven  there, 

She  felt,  was  of  the  immortals,  and  the  grief 

As  monumental  marbles  fixed  and  firm, 

Not  to<  be  shaken.       Yet  the  woman's  will 

Strove  still  to  gain  its  end  ;  not  sternly  now, 

But  with  the  old  love,  tenderly  renewed, 

She  urged  the  granting  of  a  mother's  prayer. 

Pleaded  her  failing  strength,  her  waning  years, 

Her  wish  to  see  this  one  child,  ere  she  passed, 

Safe  in  a  worthy  husband's  heart  and  home  ; 
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And  then,  at  last,  touched  with  persuasive  art 
The  claims  of  Ernest.     "  Read  his  letter  here, 
Brought  but  an  hour  ago;  he  loves  you  well, 
If  ever  maid  was  loved,  and  well  deserves. 
He  bids  me  urge  his  suit — will  wait  your  will, 
And  bide  your  time — asks  but  a  little  hope ; 
Will  woo  his  bride  as  Jacob,  seven  long  years, 
And  think  them  short,  so  he  may  win  at  last. 
Is  not  this  love  indeed  ?'' 

And  Edith  said, 

(i  Would  that  I  could  reward  it !"     But  the  words, 
Soft  with  all  pity,  sad  with  all  regret, 
Yet  woke  an  angry  answer  :  "  Wherefore  not  ? 
Crazed  though  you  seem,  your  craze  you  cannot  hold- 
The  man  is  wedded ;  will  you  love  him  still  ?" 
And  Edith,  "  If  not  him,  at  least  none  else. 
But  pity  me,  my  mother, — comfort  me  ! 
For  all  my  heart  is  cold,  and  all  my  life 

Broken  within  me.     I  am  yours  alone — 

Yours  always  ;  none  shall  draw  me  from  your  side. 

Shall  I  take  love  all  fire,  as  mine  was  once, 
And  render  back  but  ashes  ?  nay,  not  so ! 

But  let  us  two  abide  together  still, 

And  I  will  tend  you,  serve  you,  solace  you, 

And  be  your  stay,  daughter  and  son  in  one. 

Let  it  suffice  you  !  ask  of  me  no  more. 

O  mother,  bid  me  do  but  what  I  can — 

Not  this,  for  this  I  cannot !" 

Tenderly 

And  passionately  she  spoke ;  her  eyes  were  full 
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Of  her  heart's  yearning  ;  would  her  plea  prevail  ? 
She  dared  a  mother's  wrath,  but  feared  her  grief. 
Foiled  hopes  had  aged  indeed,  beyond  her  years. 
The  widow, — strewn  with  snow  her  locks  of  night, 
And  furrowed  all  her  face  with  lines  of  pain. 
A  palsying  sickness  threatened  her  of  old — 
How  would  she  brook  this  crossing  of  her  will  ? 
The  daughter,  watching,  saw  the  mother's  face 
Lividly  pale,  and  blanching  evermore 
To-  deadlier  whiteness,  changed  in  every  line  ; 
The  eye  that  burned  on  her  grew  set  and  strange ; 
The  hand,  stretched  out  in  anger,  shook  and  fell, 
And  with  one  quivering  moan  she  sank  to  earth, 
Prostrate  and  paralysed. 

Then  through  long  weeks 
Of  speechless  sickness  Edith  tended  her, 
Scarce  left  her  side  for  needful  food  and  rest, 
Watching  by  day  and  night,  untired  through  all. 
But  when  that  tender  toil  proved  vain  at  last, 
.The  mother  went  her  way  into  the  dark 
Through  which  we  grope  to  light,  and  spoke  no  word, 
And  made  no<  sign,  to  heal  the  daughter's  pain 
With  pity  or  with  pardon.     Thus  she  passed, 
And  Edith  was  unmothered  and  alone. 
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CHAPTER  THE  SECOND. 

The  fun  -ral  rites  were  past ;  the  new  sad  life, 

The  life  of  solitude  and  orphanage, 

Stretched  out  before  her  like  a  wilderness, 

A  long,  grey  waste  of  years.     The  hall  was  hers, 

The  ancient  hall,  but  none  to  dwell  therein, 

Save  she  alone ;  hers  were  the  goodly  lands 

That  smiled  around,  but  none  to  share  their  good. 

Wealth  with  no  kindred  heart  to  spend  it  on, — 

A  houss,  but  not  a  home, — fair  pleasances 

Which  yet  could  yield  no  pleasure, — these  were  hers. 

Rich  the  world  called  her ;  poorest  of  its  poor 

She  deemed  herself.     "  Yet  am  I  poor  indeed  ?" 

She  questioned  in  her  heart.       "  There's  duty  still 

To  live  for,  though  delight  may  come  no  more. 

God's  kingdom  and  His  righteousness  remain, 

And  all  His  wealth,  to  wait  for  and  to  win. 

There's  work  to  do,  in  this  wide  world  and  sad — 

Much  work  and  noble ;  let  me  share  this  gold 

That  comes  to  me,  and  yet  that  is  not  mine, 

Due  to  all  hearts  that  need  it ;  let  me  rise 

To  tend  the  sick,  to  serve  the  poor  and  sad. 

So  from  the  Many  I  may  win  at  last 

The  love  that  will  not  bless  me  in  the  One." 

This  dream,  was  wrought  to  action :   Edith  made 

Her  hall  a  home  of  rest,  a  heaven  of  hope, 

For  sick  and  poor,  and  freely  shared  her  wealth, 

Yet  wisely,  keeping  still  a  separate  store 

For  time  of  need,  and  wrought  herself  meanwhile, 

With  her  own  hands,  to  earn  her  daily  bread, 

At  homely  tasks,  among  the  villagers. 

And  some  with  thanks  requited  her.  and  some 
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With  thankless  scorn  alone  repaid,  and  some 
(But  these  were  few)  with  love.       So  ill  the  world 
Deserves  its  noblest ;  but  she  moved  through  all 
Unheeding,  caring  but  to>  soothe  and  save, 
Where'er  she  might,  who'er  had  need  of  her. 
Yet  with  one  hope  she  wrought — the  hope  that  still, 
Somehow,  at  last,  she  might  forget  her  pain, 
The  steadfast,  sleepless  pain  that  broke  her  rest 
By  night,  and  darkened  all  her  day  of  toil. 
But  often,  when  the  latest  task  was  done, 
The  hours  beyond  the  midnight  found  her  yet 
With  wide,  pathetic  eyes  that  through  the  gloom 
Yearned  out  to*  meet  the  bright,  indifferent  stars. 
Or  if  she  slept  one  face,  and  only  one, 
Lighted  her  dreams- 

Then  Ernest  sought  once  more/ 
To  win  the  suit  so>  oft  and  vainly  urged ; 
But  found  it  fruitless  still,  and  left  her  side 
In  anger,  vowing  nevermore1  to>  see 
Her,  or  his  native  land.     He  wandered  long, 
Through  many  lands,  for  many  tedious  years, 
And  wed  at  last  a  daughter  of  the1  Rhine, 
And  by  its  wandering  waters  found  his  home. 
To  England,  as  to  Edith,  he  was  dead. 

And  she,  in  that  fair  English  home  of  hers, 
Still  wrought  her  gentle  tasks,  nor  vainly  wrought, 
For  many  a  voice  was  raised  to'  bless  her  name ; 
And  often,  in  the  homes  her  care  had  cheered, 
Somewhat  of  light  she  found,  somewhat  of  peace. 
But  always  in  her  heart  she  heard  the  wail 
Of  one  dead  dream,  a  ghost  she  could  not  lay, 
Yet  dared  not  meet ;  and  evermore  she  strove, 
Ever  in  vain,  to'  crush  the  hopeless  love 
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That  dimmed  her  youth, — to  crush  it,  or  to  starve. 

But  nought  would  vanquish  it,  and  nought  would  slay; 

She  found  no  rest,  no  rescue;   prayers  and  tears 

Availed  her  not,  nor  long  laborious  days 

In  holy  service  spent ;  her  love  still  grew, 

As  the  soul's  self  immortal,  as  the  truth 

Invincible.     And  at  the  last  she  said, 

"  This  way  is  barred ;  another  let  me  seek. 

I  cannot  kill  the  love  that  will  not  die — 

Then  must  this  secret  shrine  that  held  but  one 

Enlarge  itself  to  make  a  home  for  two. 

If  he  indeed  must  dwell  there,  so  must  she — 

That  happiest  one  and  fairest,  Giulioi's  wife! 

Her  name  must  rise  with  his  in  all  my  prayers, 

Her  life  be  linked  with  his  in  all  my  thoughts, 

Her  gocd,  not  less  than  his,  direct  my  aims ; 

So1  shall  my  love  be  sinless." 

Then  she  stooped 

Meekly  her  shoulders  to  the  adjusted  weight 
Of  that  old  cross  she  might  not  cast  away, 
And  thenceforth  found  it  easier,  or  her  strength 
Greater  to  bear  it,  even  to  the  end. 
She  would  not  look  upon  the  face  she  loved, 
NOT  hear  the  music  that  had  won  her  first ; 
But  still  she  kept  his  image  in  her  heart, 
Unchanged,  undimmed  by  time,  as  praying  nuns 
Keep  in  a  shrine  the  picture  of  a  saint ; 
Till  this  and  one  fair  face  beside  it  seen 
Melted  together  in  her  thought  at  last, 
Lke  separate  stars  that  mix  in  one  clear  light, 
Not  to  be  known  apart.     Her  vow  was  kept, 
And  all  her  life  grew  lovelier  through  her  love, 
Thus  purified  by  prayer,  self-disciplined 
By  fasting  from  whatever  cheer  it  craved, 
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And  perfect  through  its  suffering.     In  white  robes 
Of  holy  thoughts,  rose-lit  by  tender  dreams, 
She  walked  'twixt  Love  and  Duty,  true  to  each. 
Her  soul  to  God  and  all  His  world  was  given, 
Her  heart  to  one  alone — the  one-in-twain, 
The  twain  for  ever    one-     And  thus,  at  length, 
Rest  found  her  out  ;  in  peace  she  went  her  way, 
Still  loving,  yet  not  sorrowing,  since  pure  love, 
Set  free  from  self,  his  dark  and  dolorous  gaol, 
Can  scarce  be  known  from  his  sweet  sister,  joy, 
Who  follows  in  his  steps,  as  in  the  dawn's 
Follows  the  perfect  day. 

So  passed  the  years, 

And  Giulio's  home  wras  happy ;   on  his  hearth 
No  sorrow  sat,  for  joy  reigned  singly  there. 
The  wife  he  won,  though  in  her  maiden  time 
Untaught  in  any  school  but  Nature's  own. 
Unlearned,  save  in  the  art  of  loving  much. 
Yet  now  in  all  things  shaped  her  mind  by  his, 
Grew  wise  at  last  as  fair,  learnt  fast  from  Love 
The  gentler  modes  of  language  and  of  life. 
And  happy  children  came  to  crown  their  bliss, 
Filling  their  home  with  laughter  and  with  light — 
A  girl,  the  heiress  of  her  mother's  face, 
With  all  its  dower  of  rosy  English  charm  ;, 
A  boy  that  seemed  his  sire  in  miniature, 
With'  that  fair  face  where  North  and  South  had  met, 
In  these,  as  each  in  each,  they  had  their  joy ; 
And  still  their  fortunes  prospered,  year  by  year, 
And  life  went  lightly  o'er  them,  winged  with  love. 

Now  Edith,  though  she  saw  him  not,  nor  heard, 
Afraid  by  any  breath  to  fan  the  flame 
Which  burnt  so  brightly  in  her  evermore, 
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Yet  learnt,  by  various  chances,  how  he  fared, 

Because  the  fame  of  him  was  spread  abroad  ; 

And  hearing  only  good  of  him  and  his, 

She  lived  content,  rejoicing  in  their  joy. 

But  always  in  her  heart  she  prayed  one  prayer, 

Born  of  her  life's  last  hope :  ''  O  God  of  Love  ! 

Thou  who  art  Love  must  know  it:   look  on  mine, 

And  since  Thou  hast  denied  my  heart's  desire, 

Grant  me  at  least  my  soul's — my  wish  to  serve, 

In  some  way,  at  some  time,  my  loved  and  lost — 

Far  off  and  faintly,'  if  it  must  be  so, 

But  yet  to  serve  him  !"       Daily  rose  the  prayer, 

But  rose  unanswered  still,  till  sore  mischance 

Fell,  after  many  days,  on  Giulio's  home, 

Fell  like  a  hailstorm  on  a  halcyon  calm. 

Grief  that  must  come  to  all  men,  soon  or  late, 

Had  come  at  last  to  him ;  his  full-orbed  fame 

Declined  apace,  albeit  his  song  rang  clear, 

Even  as  of  old ;  but  now  a  newer  voice, 

Dear  because  new,  came  with  a  lighter  strain 

And  livelier,  flattering  more  the  general  ear. 

Another  star  had  risen,  and  his  must  set. 

And  with  his  fame  his  fortunes  fell ;  .his  hearth, 

Sacred  so  long  to  light  and  joy,  grew  dark 

With  deepening  cares,  and  wants  still  multiplied, 

Then  sickness  came,  and  at  the  last  came  death 

To  steal  his  latest-born,  his  tenderest  care, 

A  three-months'  babe,  the  youngling  of  the  flock. 

Despair  had  found  the  hearts  where  Hope  sat  crowned, 

Ami  thorns  grew  fast  around  their  rose  of  love, 

An'l  blight  was  on  their  harvest. 

Edith  heard 

The  tale  of  Giulio's  griefs,  and  all  her  heart 
Went  out  in  tenderness  to  him  and  his. 
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And  day  and  night  she  yearned  (for  God  ha<l  blessed 

Her  household  and  her  lands,  and  all  she  had, 

With  rich  increase,  according  to  His  word), 

Out  of  her  fulness  to  supply  their  want. 

But  how?     His  pride  was  known  to  all  ;  his  name 

In  his  own  land  was  noble  ;   would  he  take 

Alms  from  a  stranger's  hand,  whate'er  his  need? 

Then  in  her  gentle  heart  she  shaped  a  plan 

For  serving  him  and  solacing  unseen. 

And  yet  no  hand  but  hers  should  bear  the  gift : 

She  would  not  trust,  with  help  for  him.  designed, 

The  staunchest  friend  or  surest  messenger, 

Or  tell  his  need  to  any  ear  but  heaven's. 

Herself,  close-veiled,  at  earliest  dawn  of  day, 

Would  bear  her  loving  bounty  to  his  door, 

And  leave  it,  with  no  sign  to  show  its  source. 

So,  haply,  would  he  take  the  gift,  nor  know 

The  hand  that  gave;   her  hope  of  many  years 

Might  thus  be  crowned.     The  thought  became  a  dream, 

And  then  a  prayer,  and  then  a  fixed  intent  ; 

And  Edith,  shrouded  in  her  muffling  veil, 

That  hid  her  like  a  nun's,  one  summer  morn, 

Passed  with  the  rising  sun  to  Giulio's  door, 

And  left  upon  the  threshold,  unperceived, 

(Her  trusty  serving-man  behind  her  walked, 

To  guard,  from  all  mischance,  her  and  her  gift), 

A  rose-wreathed  basket  filled  with  daintiest  meats, 

Set  round  with  sweets  and  toys  that  children  love  ; 

And  in  the  midst  a  costly  pyramid 

Of  southern  fruits,  that  blushed  their  own  sweet  praise, 

Fringed  with  gold  drops,  and  every  drop  a  coin. 

Then,  with  a  shy  and  secret  joy,  she  stood, 

Deep  in  the  shelter  of  the  neighbouring  trees, 

To  wait  the  issue,  and  to  guard  the  gift, 
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Lest  any,  passing  by,  should  steal  the  good 
Designed  for  one  alone. 

The  hour  wore  on  : 

Then,  as  the  light  grew  broader,  one  came  forth — 
Her  girlhood's  love — she  knew  him — paler  now 
And  sadder,  worn  and  wearied,  yet  to  her 
Ever  the  same,  beyond  the  reach  of  Time, 
With  the  old  charm  unspent,  the  early  grace 
Undimmed  for  Edith.       Thus,  unseen,  she  saw, 
As  on  the  day  that  fused  her  fate  with  his  : 
And  all  her  love,  the  ong-pent  love  of  years, 
Flashed  from  her  heart  that  instant  to  her  eyes. 
She  held  her  breath,  lest  he  should  hear  it, — watched, 
And  saw  him,  wondering,  stoop  to  raise  her  gift, 
Saw  his  face  kindle,  heard  him  murmuring  low, 
"  It  is  the  gift  of  God  who  knows  our  need," 
And  waited  still  (afraid  by  any  sound 
To  show  the  secret  of  her  hiding-place), 
Till  the  door  closed  behind  him  ;  then  returned, 
At  rest  and  glad. 

And  once  again  she  came, 

When  many  months  had  passed,  and  winter's  frown 
Brought  with  it  slackening  trade,  and  deepening  want, 
To  all  the  country  round.       The 'Christmas  morn 
Had  yet  scarce  dawned,  the  Christmas  bells  were  still, 
So  young  the  day,  when  Edith  neared  once  more 
That  haven  of  her  heart  where  Giulio  dwelt. 
And  now,  within  a  basket  holly-crowned, 
She  bore  rich  store  of  Christmas  cheer,  and  gifts 
Of  that  good  saint  beloved  of  childish  hearts, 
The  genial-hearted  giver,  Santa  Glaus, 
Gemmed  all  with  golden  coins,  even  as  before. 
But  Giulio,  earlier  risen  from  restless  dreams 
Than  was  his  wont,  even  as  she  reached  his  door 
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Undid  the  lock  and  flung  it  wide  ;   the  two 
Met  face  to  face.     Amazed  they  stood  and  mute 
For  one  brief  moment  :  then  came  Giulio's  voice  : 
"  Lady,  I  know  you  not,  but  I  divine 
In  you. that  stranger-friend  whose  pitying  hand 
Helped  once  before  our  need.       For  that  good  gift 
Such  thanks  we  owe  as  earthly  grief  must  yield 
To  heavenly  grace,  that  saves  it  when  it  sees — 
Yet  would  not  owe  you  more ;  the  poor  are  proud, 
And  shun  the  debt  beyond  their  power  to  pay." 
And  Edith  quelled  the  tumult  at  her  heart ; 
The  quick,  bright  blush  that  rose  at  sight  of  him 
She  could  not  quell,  but  with  all  calm  she  spoke  : 
"  You  know  me  not ;  yet  you  I  knew  of  old, 
Long  years  ago — your  music  helped  me  then- 
Taught  me,  as  music  may,  the  ways  of  heaven. 
I  heard  it  in  the  church  among  the  woods ; 
You  knew  not  that  I  heard ;  but  often  since 
The  memory  of  those  songs  has  brought  me  light 
In  my  dark  hours,  to  make  theim  bright  again. 
So1  let  me  pay  at  last  the  debt  I  owe — 
My  debt,  not  yours  ;  or  if  you  grant  not  this, 
Yet  must  the  artist  hear  what  Art  shall  say : 
She  bids  you  live,  th,at  you  may  serve  her  still, 
And  sends  you,  by  my  hand,  the  means  of  life." 

Her  veil  had  fallen  back  :  her  suppliant  eyes, 

Wet  with  their  pleading,  wistful  with  their  fears, 

Her  parted  lips  and  Icosaned  locks  of  light, 

With  that  deep  y  earn/ 113  at  the  heart  of  her 

Which  breathed  through  all  she  spoke,  ennobling  cii. 

So  wrought  upon  him  that  he  stood -amazed 

As  at  an  angel's  presence,  nor  refused 

The  gift  so  sweetly  urged,  so  gently  given, 
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Nor  sought  to  thank  the  giver :  but  with  eyes 
That  left  no  need  of  words,  received  the  boon. 
Then,  with  no  look  or  word  beside,  she  turned. 
And   sought,  with  trembling  flight,   her   mateless   nest. 


CHAPTER  THE  THIRD. 

Dark  days  were  on  the  city, — dark  for  all 
Who  dwelt  therein,  darkest  in  Giulio's  home, 
Where  lay  the  wife  he  loved,  past  help  of  love, 
Sick  unto'  death.     The  pestilence  breathed  abroad 
Its  withering  breath,  and  panic  in  its  train 
Following,  as  thunder  in  the  lightning's  wake, 
Scattered  the  people  ;  silent  grew  the  streets, 
And  many  fled  their  baleful  atmosphere, 
And  few  were  left  behind  to  tend  the  sick. 
None  came  to  that  poo*  shrine  of  fallen  fame  ; 
And  Oiulio  looked  into  the  fevered  eyes 
That  now  no  longer  knew  him, — at  her  side, 
And  yet  alone,  despairingly  alone, 
And  fear  like  torment  seized  him,  and  he  wept. 

Then  Edith,  she  who  had  not  seen  his  face 

Since  that  dim  Christmas  dawn  that  showed  him  hers, 

Nor  would  see,  for  the  love  she  bore  it  still, 

Yet,  when  it  rose  before  her  white  and  wan 

In  dreams,  and  called  her  in  the  name  of  Grief, 

Must  needs  obey  the  call,  admit  the  claim. 

So,  for  the  first  time,  Love  and  Duty  met 

To  bring  her  to  his  presence,  shunned  before. 

He  would  not  ask  her  aid,  or  tell  his  need, 
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But  in  her  hall,  far  off  among  the  hills, 

That  breathed  as  yet  an  uninfected  air, 

She   heard  the  heavy   news,   nor  heard   in   vain, 

But  took  her  life  within  her  hands,  and  went 

To  lay  it  down,  if  need  were,  at  his  feet. 

So  while,  his  wailing  child  upon  his  knees, 

The  husband  wept  beside  the  wife,  once  more 

Into  his  darkness  Edith  crept  like  light. 

Softly  the  door  unclosed,  and  looking  up 

He  knew  the  angel  face,  so  gravely  sweet, 

So  calmly  strong,  and  turned  away  his  own, 

Ashamed  of  those  thick  tears  he  could  not  hide, 

And  murmuring,  "  Get  th.ee  hence,  kind  heart  and  true ! 

Tarry  not  here  :  to  stay  may  be  to  die." 

And  she  serenely,  ''  Death  is  life's  best  prize 

When  duty  wins  it — duty  that  is  joy, 

Done  for  the  soul  that  serves  the  world  as  yours. 

Wherefore  I  leave  you  not  till  sorrow  does." 

He  strove  no  more ;  that  voice  so  firm  and  sweet, 

That  look  so  clear  and  steadfast,  well  he  knew, 

Brooked  no  denial  ;  and  the  life  he  loved 

And  prized  above  his  own  and  all  things  else 

Hung  in  the  balance ;   how  should  he  refuse  ? 

He  sought  some  word  to  bless  her — found  it  not. 

But  turning  on  her  face  his  kindling  eyes 

Looked  the  full  heart  of  thanks  he  could  not  speak ; 

And  while  she  took  from  him  the  weeping  babe, 

And  hushed  it  on  her  heart — how  tenderly ! — 

He  groped  across  the  room  his  tear-dimmed  way, 

And  left  her  to  her  loving  will- 

The  days 

Grew  into  weeks ;  the  crescent  moon  became 
Full-orbed,  and  waned  anew,  and  Edith  still 
Fought  hand  to  hand  her  dubious  war  with  Death, 
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Between  an  ever-varying  hope  and  fear  : 

And  ever  in  her  task  she  found  a  joy, 

And  hardly  bore  to  share  it,  even  with  him 

Who  hung  upon  the  issue  of  the  strife 

With  every  thought  and  breath  ;  while  day  and  nigh" 

The  sufferer  clung  to  Edith's  ministry. 

For  soon  she  came  to  know  the  tender  touch 

Of  that  light  hand,  long  skilled  in  healing  arts, 

That  voice  of  gentle  firmness,  and  that  face 

Which  bent  above  her  as  an  angel's  might, 

And  yet  more  like  a  woman's  in  its  love. 

And  Edith  tended  her  with  tireless  care, 

Till  at  the  last  her  toil  was  crowned  with  joy ; 

The  sick  one  rose  up  whole ;  the  darkened  home 

Received  its  light  again — her  work  was  done. 

Now  was  the  time  for  rest !     And  rest  came  soon  : 

For  when  at  length  the  need  for  strength  was  past, 

A  conquering  weakness  seized  her ;  all  life's  powers 

Fell  from  their  throne  together,  smit  with  death. 

The  pestilence  claimed  his  unresisting  prey, 

And  prostrate,  in  the  house  she  loved,  she  fell. 

Quickly  the  frail  plant  drooped  to  its  decay 
In  that  hot  blast  which  shook  it ;  sore  disease 
Straight  to  the  roots  of  being  pressed  its  way,  , 
And  tore  them  up  apace,  and  killed  the'  flower. 
Then  came  the  day  of  doom  that  ended  all ; 
And  Edi.th,  conscious  now  and  clear  in  brain, 
But  wasted  to  the  phantom  of  herself, 
Halted  a  moment  on  the  verge  of  life, 
And  beckoned  one  who  stood  beside  her  bed, 
Her  never-wearied  watcher,  Giulio's  wife. 
Faintly  she  said,  "  I  know  that  Death  draws  near, 
And  I  must  speak  a  little  ere  he  comes." 
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The  watcher,  looking  on  the  love-lit  face, 
Already  kindling  with  the  Sun  beyond, 
And  softly  bent  her  own,  and  sweetly  spoke  : 
"  Give  me  that  secret  which  the  Dying  learn, 
To  light  the  living !"     Clear  the  answer  came  : 
"  I  know  one  only — to  surrender  self 
Utterly  to  the  Will  that  rules  the  world, 
And  always  trust  the  love  behind  the  will. 
That  way  comes  happiness  at  last — at  last ! 
Thus,  and  not  else,  I  found  it." 

Then  she  paused, 

But  soon,  in  tones  grown  clear  and  strong,  resumed, 
"  Dear,  there  is  yet  another  thing  to  say, 
And  you  alone  must  hear  it.       Death  absolves 
From  all  things  ;   ah,  remember  that  I  die, 
And  for  Death's  sake,  if  not  for  Love's,  forgive  ! 
I  have  a  secret  in  my  soul;  till  now 
I  ever  kept  it ;  let  me  share  it  here, 
In  my  last  hour,  that  I  may  pass  in  peace. 
Hear  me,  O  hear  me  and  forgive  me,  Dear  !" 
And  here  she  halted,  trembling — then  again 
The  tide  of  silver  speech  flowed  on  unchecked  : 
"  I  loved  through  all  my  life — unsought,  unknown — 
Him  who  loved  you,  and  loves  you  evexmore. 
Bear  with  me,  Sweet — I  never  did  you  wrong, 
Never  once  saw  him,  never  sought  to  see, 
Until  Love  bade  me  help  him  in  his  need. 
Nor  will  I  say  I  loved  him  all  in  vain, 
For  God  Himself  has  crowned  the  love  at  last. 
Yet,  for  this  cause,  I  suffered  many  things; 
This  wrought  my  mother's  death ;  I  bore  for  this 
To  cross  her  will,  who  never  crossed  it  else  ; 
This  co<st  me,  too,  my  only  kinsman's  love. 
He  an  1  my  mother  left  me  lonelv  here, 
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And  neither  would  forgive  me  ere  they  passed, 
But  you — wiH"  you   forgive  ?" 

And  she,  the  wife, 

Given  back  to  life  and  love  by  her  who  prayed, 
Spoke  not  a  word  in  answer ;  but  her  eyes, 
Glowing  with  all  the  warmth  of  womanhood 
Behind  their  tender  tears,  filled  up  the  pause. 
Then,  with  one  cry,  she  sank  upon  her  knees, 
And  cast  her  arms  about  the  wasted  form, 
And  there,  on  the  dark  verge  of  imminent  death, 
The  Loved  and  Unloved  met  in  one  embrace, 
Till  Edith  whispered,  "  Tell  him — tell  him  all, 
And  if  he  too  forgives  me,  let  him  come, 
That  I  may  look  upon  him  yet  once  more 
Before  I  die." 

Weeping  the  wife  went  forth, 
But  soon  returned,  and  with  her  Giulio  came, 
And  both  above  the  dying  bent  with  tears, 
But  fast  the  vital  tide  had  ebbed  meanwhile 
From  Edith's  heart ;   she  had  no  breath  to  speak. 
Yet,  with  her  life's  last  strength,  she  raised  herself, 
And  looked  into  the  face  so  long  beloved. 
Her  lips  were  struggling  for  a  word,  her  eyes 
Met  his  with  all  beseeching.     He  divined 
The  unspoken  yearning,  heard  the  unuttered  prayer 
For  pardon — his,  and  would  not  brook  the  plea, 
But  like  a  lover  laid  her  head  to  rest 
On  his  own  heart,  and  sealed  her  lips  with  his, 
The  first,  last  time — the  kiss  of  soul  to  soul, 
Met  where  none  part.     Then,  watching  reverently, 
He  saw  a  great  light  flash  through  all  her  face, 
And  in  that  dawn  of  Love's  new  day  she  passed. 

Some  say  the  earliest  snowdrop  where  she  lies 


144  SUNG    BY    THE    WAY. 


Is  found,  and  there  the  year's  last  leaf — the  grave 
Claims  the  first  kiss  of  Spring,  and  suffers  least 
In  Winter's  chill  embrace.     There  Edith  rests, 
Where  the  birds  praise  her  and  the  flowers  caress  ; 
And  on  the  marble  cross  that  crowns  her  sleep 
One  tender  text  shines  out  in  graven  gold, 
Summing  her  whole  life's  story — SHE  LOVED  MUCH. 

[THE  END.] 


UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA  LIBRARY 

Los  Angeles 
This  book  is  DUE  on  the  last  date  stamped  below. 


Form  L9-50w-7,'54(5990)444 


UKRART 

PF  cAiJ 

LOS  ANGELES 


S      R     L     F 
SEE  SPINE  FOR  BARCODE  NUMBER 


PR 
6011 


